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HOCKE Y HOOLIGANS 


THE TELEPHONE BELL suddenly pierced 
the air. 

Miss Forshaw, the Headmistress of the 
Agnes Sutherland School for Girls, 
frowned at the interruption. Still a young 
woman, she was a very imposing figure 
who did little or nothing at all to make 
the most of undoubtably fine features 
and figure. Her hair was scraped back 
from her face and she wore a tailored 
grey suit. She certainly looked the part - 
the part of the principal of an old estab- 
lished girls’ educational academy that still 
prided itself on attracting a ‘better’ kind 
of pupil. 

Not that all the girls who wore the 
uniform of the Agnes Sutherland School 
for Girls were angels - far from it. 

She paused from inscribing the entry 
in her desk diary and reached behind her 
to answer the intercom linking her study 
to the office of the school secretary. 

‘What!’ she exclaimed as she listened 
to the voice on the other end. Shock and 
indignation were clearly evident in both 
her voice and her facial expressions. ‘Why 
was | not told about this earlier?’ she 
thundered. 

The secretary apologised but informed 
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Miss Forshaw that the other school had 
only just reported the incident to her. 

‘Very well,” snapped the Headmistress. 
‘I'll deal with the Sands girl directly after 
I've finished with Alicia Thompson. ‘That 
particular hooligan is waiting outside 
now." 

Miss Forshaw had been in a bad 
mood to start with and the news of a 
further ‘incident’ from the previous day's 
inter-school First XI hockey match had 
darkened her mood even more. 

The girl on the other side of the door 
had been sent off in the match for 
violent conduct on the field of play. She 
had deliberately struck one of the oppo-. 
nents with her hockey stick. The offend- 
ing weapon itself, confiscated on the 
spot, now lay on the top of the desk like 
an exhibit in a courtroom drama. 

The tentative tapping on the study 
door was followed by a bellowed 'Come 
inl’ from Miss Forshaw. She continued 
writing in the punishment book without 
looking up as the first culprit stepped 
timidly inside. 

Alicia Thompson was black, and proud 
of it. Dressed in the school uniform of 
white blouse, navy blue cardigan and 


skirt, navy blue and white striped tie, she 
stood - shamefaced - looking down at 
the carpet. Her crinkly hair was done up 
in plaits and adorned by dark blue 
ribbons. 

When she had entered the dreaded 
study, her wide dark eyes had first of all 
seen that: symbol of power which 
invariably impressed itself upon the minds 
of all who visited the Headmistress: the 
half dozen crook-handled canes standing 
menacingly in a square fibreboard box. 
She had fleetingly wondered which one 
was going to scorch her backside. There 
was absolutely no doubt in her mind 
exactly what was in store for her. 

Miss Forshaw closed the punishment 
book with a sigh. She realised that the 
girl had probably been provoked, but re- 
taliation was alien to all the teachings of 
the Agnes Sutherland School. 

She launched into her tirade, standing 
up and taking hold of the hockey stick it- 
self to drive home the points she was 
making to the terrified pupil. 

1 will mot tolerate violence! she 
rasped. 'Apart from completely going 
against the spirit of fair play, it besmirches 
the good name of the School in a very 


serious way. Do you realise this is the 
first time ever that the School has been 
. involved in an inter-school incident?’ 

Alicia didnt know and tearfully 
admitted it. 

Miss Forshaw pointed the handle of 
the stick at Alicia as she continued. 
When | have finished with you, you will 
go straight to detention and write out 
one hundred times the famous words of 
Grantland Rice. Do you know what they 
are? 

The girl shook her head. 


Miss Forshaw quoted somewhat 
proudly: 
l ‘For when the One Great Scorer 


comes 
To write against your name, 
-He marks - not that you won or 
lost - 
But how you played the game. 

But you, young lady, she. hissed, ‘did 
not play the game. And the marks you 
will get will be on your bottom! 

Alicia was ordered to place the 
punishment chair in the centre of the 
room. Miss Forshaw looked on. Her face 
had now taken on its familiar ‘cold cod- 
fish" glaze - a mask it assumed prior to 
every beating she handed out. 

Her knees trembling uncontrollably, 
the girl waited. by the chair as the 
Headmistress selected a cane. The thin 
wands rattled in the hollow box as Miss 
Forshaw rummaged through them. Alicia 
couldn't understand why she had to do 
that - surely they would all hurt her just as 
much! 

You are getting six on your bare 
bottom!’ announced the Headmistress, 
waving about a very long cane. 

Alicia's face registered the shock, her 
shining white teeth and eyeballs empha- 
sising her rich darkness. She had thought 
she might get four strokes at the most - 


and with her knickers on! 

Miss Forshaw moved out from behind 
her desk. ‘Bend over the back of the 
chair!” she ordered coldly. 

Alicia did as she was told. 

Almost  distastefully, Miss Forshaw 
raised the back of the pupil's skirt. Why 
couldn't girls learn to behave them- 
selves, she wondered. Surely they must 
find being caned so terribly humiliating? . 

For poor Alicia, it wasn't humiliating. 
It was frightening! 

She pressed the palms of her hands 
into the seat of the chair as Miss 
Forshaw pulled down the navy blue 
regulation knickers to her knees. 

The Headmistress surveyed the black 
bottom as it was uncovered. Alicia s bum 
was very rounded and very attractive. It 
had a deep and well defined cleft. 

Miss Forshaw placed the long length 
of cane across the dusky buttocks prior 
to delivering a crisp six of the best. 

Alicia s unmarked bottom waited for 
its first-ever taste of bamboo. Then 
suddenly, it was- a quivering mass of 
pain. Her fingers dug into.the chair seat 
and she squealed in anguish,- screwing 
up her features as she did so. It was like 
nothing she had experienced before. It 
was vicious biting agony, sheer blazıng 
hell. How on earth was she going to 
cope with another five like that? If only 
she hadn't lashed out in a temper after 
what the other girl had called her. Be- 
sides, it wasn't fair anyhow. The blow 
she herself had given had landed on the 
other girls well-cushioned rear. She 
could hardly have felt it. Not like the 


fierce, nerve-blinding pain she was 
feeling now on her backside. 
There was another explosive, 


scorching impact as the cane again 
whipped into her tender flesh. Alicia 
raised her right leg in reaction. A low 
moan escaped from her lips. 

Miss Forshaw waited just long 
enough for the pain to subside into a 
burning throb before she brought the 
cane slashing down again. 

And then, once more, again! 

Each time it landed, Alicia pressed 
herself into the back of the chair. She 
gasped and yelped and bit her lip until 
that too was hurting. 

The fifth. stroke whistled and cracked 
across Alicia's suffering buttocks, wrench- 
ing a shrill cry from her throat. There was 
a longer than usual pause between the 
last two strokes as the Headmistress bent 
down to peer at the girl's bottom. The 
swollen concave ridges of flesh were sur- 
prisingly white against the blackness of 
her flesh. 

Alicia raised her hand and looked 
around. She saw the cane descending 
and quickly turned her head back again. 

CRACK! ' 

Miss Forshaw could hardly take her 
eyes off the six white bands of fire 
adorning the girls beautiful bottom. 
Without thinking, she raised the cane 
again. 

Alicia straightened up and clutched 
her bum. There was a shocked look on 
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her pained face as she saw the cane still 
held in the air. Had she lost count? 

‘I've had six, Miss,” she sobbed. 

‘Er, yes. Yes, of course, stammered the 
Headmistress. 

She quickly regained her composure. 

Apart from the hiding, the detention 
and the lines, poor Alicia was to be puni- 
shed still further. 

Tears streamed down the girl's cheeks 
as she listened to Miss Forshaw's pro- 
nouncement. 

As you obviously cannot behave your- 
self on the hockey pitch, she intoned 
gravely, ‘you will not now go on the 
First XIs tour of Scottish schools during 
the holiday next week! Your place will be 
taken by a reserve. | think that only then 
will you realise quite how serious your 
offence is.’ 1 

Alicia was devastated. She had been 
looking forward so much to the trip. 

Sullenly, she replaced the chair that 
had supported her during her ordeal. Her 
bottom still felt as if it were literally on 
fire. 

Pick up your stick and gol” instructed 
Miss Forshaw. ‘| have another hooligan 
to deal with now.’ 

The other hooligan in question was 
waiting at the top of the stairs. Sne had 
been there for some time listening to the 
sounds coming from the other side of the 
Study door. 

Unlike Alicia Thompson, Kathleen 
Sands was a perennially cheeky girl who 
was constantly in trouble. Her delightful 


bum had tasted every single one of the 
canes in the box but despite the fact that 
Miss Forshaw was a hard hitter, the only 
impression left by the various canes had 
been on her backside! 

Kathleen wasn't in the hockey team. 
A hookey team would have been more in 
her line. She stood, hands behind her 
back, a smile on her face, looking cheek- 
ily attractive in her uniform complete 
with knee-length grey socks. Perky little 
breasts nuzzled against the crisp cotton 
of her white blouse. 

She seemed to be enjoying the sounds 
of the other girl's torment and she did 
not seem in the least bit worried that 
it was her turn next. 

‘What did you get?’ she whispered as 
Alicia painfully made her way out of the 
study. 

Tearfully Alicia told her, adding that 
she had been dropped from the Scottish 
tour. Kathleen pulled a face; she was 
going along on that trip as a supporter 
and she hoped Miss Forshaw wouldn't 
stop her from going on.it. 

Kathleen's crime, if anything, was 
worse than Alicia's. Attendance at First 
XI hockey matches was compulsory for 
all pupils. The day before, supposedly 
cheering her team on with all the other 
spectators, she had sworn disgracefully 
at the top of her voice on the touchline. 
Naturally, her disgraceful language had 
been clearly heard by the teachers of the: 
visiting school near whom she was 
standing. They had taken her name and, 
rather belatedly, decided to inform the 
Agnes Sutherland School of her behaviour. 

When she received the summons to 
enter the study, Kathleen wiped the 
smile off her face and stood contritely 
before the still blazing Headmistress. 

Having only recently learned of this 
latest example of the good name of the 
Agnes Sutherland School for Girls being 
dragged down again, Miss Forshaw had 
no time at all in which to cool off a little. 

You and your kind, Miss Sands,” she 
berated, 'are nothing more than qutter- 
snipes. It's the behaviour of people like 
you which causes football clubs to put up 
electric fences. Its a good job for you 
that you didn't invade the pitch!’ 

Kathleen raised her- eyebrows as if 
Miss Forshaw had put an idea into her 
head! 

The lecture continued for some time, 
raking up past offences and peppered 
with phrases like 'incorrigible miscreant' 
but Kathleen was unmoved by it all. 
Suddenly the Headmistress stood up. 

‘I've got something special for you this 
time, my girl,” she hissed at her. 

Kathleen's heart fluttered and her eyes 
widened as she watched Miss Forshaw 
pick up an 18-inch long, clear plastic 
ruler. The Headmistress held it in one 
hand and smacked the palm of her other 
hand with it. The pupil's breathing quick- 
ened at the sound of the strip striking 
the flesh. She wondered how different it 
would be to the cane. 

Apart from a full six with this ruler on 
the bare, continued the Headmistress, '| 
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am also giving you one on the palm of 
each hand to start with.’ 

Kathleen sniffed disdainfully at the 
news. All the same, she didn't fancy 
having her hands hurt and she scowled as 
Miss Forshaw took hold of her left wrist 
in a hard grip. 

The dark-haired girl didn't watch as 
the ruler was raised. She closed her eyes 
and winced with the fierce sting of the 
stiff plastic across the palm of her hand. 

'Now the other one, ordered Miss 
Forshaw. 

Kathleen shook her stinging left hand 
as the Headmistress: seized her other 
wrist and moved her arm until she had 
the right position. 

The second one really hurt Kathleen. 
She gritted her teeth and gasped with 
the sharpness of the pain. Clearly, Miss 
Forshaw was showing no mercy to the 
persistently insubordinate offender who 
was visiting her study for the umpteenth 
time. 

‘Ooh!’ Kathleen blew out her cheeks. 

The first part of the punishment over, 


CONTINUES ON PAGE 30 


Caned 


In Spain 


by R.T. Mason 


JILL FAIRFIELD gazed up at the 
tree with its pale green leaves shim- 
mering in the sun. Seeing only the 
leaves and branches she could almost 
be back in England. Except it wasn't 
an English tree but a Spanish one. 
Suddenly the foliage was blocked out 
by the face of Carmen leaning over 
her. A darkly pretty Spanish face. 
With black eyes flashing in amuse- 
ment she repeated in her very good 
English what she had just said. 

‘It is true, Jill. Of course we get 
caned at school. 

She laughed. ‘Also I can tell you 
that you will get it too when you come 
to my school. That is for sure. Because 
our Senor Guerrero makes sure he 
canes all the big girls and certainly he 
will not want to miss out with this 
beautiful English visitor. 


Jill produced a nervous smile. 
Quite possibly Carmen was joking. 

It was a bright sunny May morning 
and they were in the garden of 
Carmen Ortega’s house in a small 
town in southern Spain, Andalusia. It 
was hot but not unbearably so, though 
certainly considerably warmer than it 
had been yesterday in Sussex when 
Jill had left to come here for a two- 
week exchange visit. Both she and 
Carmen were 18 and in their last year 
at school and Jill was due to spend 
part of the time at Carmen’s school 
which was why she had casually asked 
about it. 

‘Just like an English school, I 
expect, was the answer. “They are 
very strict for girls, to make them into 
disciplined young ladies. So like in 
England they are using the cane on 
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the big girls. Very painful on a girl’s 
bottom. Just like in England, yes?” 

Flushing, Jill said no, it was not 
just like in England, her school 
certainly did not use the cane. Carmen 
seemed disinclined to believe this. 
Was it not a well-known fact that the 
cane was freely used in England? Jill 
said that it might be a well-known fact 
but it wasn't true. Not nowadays. 

The dark eyes sparkled as Carmen 
bent over Jill again. ‘But you have had 
the cane, of course, Jill?' 

Jill shook her head. Carmen gave a 
tinkling laugh. 'What ... what is it 
like?' the English girl asked, still not 
sure if all this wasn't a joke. 

‘Oh of course very painful but also 
a bit exciting as well I should say. 
Taking down your knickers and show- 
ing a man your bare bottom is 
certainly a little bit exciting, don't you 
think?' 

Jill blanched. Bare! Carmen had a 
full firm figure, firmly rounded breasts 
and a generous-sized shapely bottom 
contained this morning in tight-seated 
slacks. Jill had a momentary picture 
of the slacks and underlying briefs 
lowered and Carmen's full-cheeked 
bottom bared for the cane. It wasn't 
possible, was it? And then, feeling a 
bit sick, Jill pictured herself in the 
same position. Her own bottom, not 
as big as Carmen's for Jill was taller 
and slimmer, but nonetheless to 
imagine her own bottom bared for 
some male teacher's cane . . . The 
thought was just too shocking to 
contemplate. 

Carmen was now lying on her back 
again on the rug. In that very good 
precise English she asked, 'What 
about your Dad, Jill? Does he not do 
something like that to his big daughter 
when she is naughty? The cane or 
perhaps the strap?' 

Shivering slightly Jill said No. 
Nothing at all like that. Carmen 
thought this was very strange. All her 
friends were liable to some such 
punishment. Her own father, she 
said, favoured the strap. 

There was that tinkly laugh again. 
'I should think that for sure he will 
want to give you it, Jill. Because it is 
agreed that when in each other's 
homes we are to be treated as one of 
the family. Is that right?’ 

Jill didn't answer. Carmen's father, 
Senor Ortega, was tall and quite 
handsome in a Spanish sort of way. 
The idea of him using a strap on her 
was shocking and somehow sort of 
exciting at the same time. But it 
couldn't happen, could it? 

Suddenly Carmen was leaning 
over Jill again, the black eyes twinkling 
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with amusement. ‘I am very shocked 
to hear what you say, Jill. If it is true 
now we know why you are not Great 
Britain any more. Here we all know 
that discipline is very necessary. So I 
think we will have to do something 
very quick about this bad gap in the 
education of Jill Fairfield. Yes?' 
‘No! said Jill with feeling. 


* * * 


They sat in the garden for the rest of 
the morning, Jill putting on her bikini 


and venturing out of the shade for 


half-an-hour to start a sun-tan. Her 
slim shapely form was still pale 
because there had been no sunbath- 
ing weather so far this year at home. 
Carmen in contrast was a deep brown 
all over with the exception of the 
small bits covered by her bikini. At 
least Carmen had dropped the sub- 
ject of corporal punishment, for 
which Jill was very thankful. Perhaps 
it had all been a joke. 

After lunch Carmen said they 
could go for a bike ride. It seemed a 
good idea, it was hot but not impossi- 
bly so and Carmen had already 
borrowed a bike for Jill’s use. They 
set out in slacks and T-shirts, Jill with 
a white sun-hat on her blonde head. 
They rode for a couple of miles out 
into pleasantly wooded country; then 
Carmen suggested they get off the 
bikes and walk. They left them in a 
ditch and climbed over a wire fence. 
Up to now Carmen had been chatting 
on about the countryside and various 
features. Now she asked: 

‘What is the English word when 
you go on a person's land without his 
permission?’ 

‘Trespassing, Jill told her. 

‘Yes. Well, now we are trespassing 
on a certain man's land. He is called 
Senor Ricardo Garcia. Rather strict I 
should say about trespassers. Espe- 
cially of course pretty female ones.’ 

‘We won't get caught, will we” 
queried Jill. 

Carmen gave her tinkling laugh. 
‘Oh but we will! You see I phone him 
before lunch that this afternoon two 
girls might be trespassing in his woods. 
| expect we see him soon.’ 

Jill looked at her incredulously. 
You what! 

Carmen put a friendly arm round 
her visitor’s waist. “It is for that bad 
gap in your education, Jill. Señor 
Garcia is quite a nice man. l expect he 
will first give us some pleasant re- 
freshment at his house. And then 
naturally he will want to deal with 
those trespassers. Deal with their 
bottoms I might say. Is that exciting?’ 


Diabolical was the word forit as far 
as Jill was concerned. T'm going!” she 
gasped but Carmen, laughing, grab- 
bed her. It was at once clear that the 
Spanish girl with her heavier build 
was stronger. 

“Don't be silly, Jill You are not 
afraid of a little adventure, I hope. 

Jill very definitely was but in any 
case at that moment a man appeared 
along the track. Carmen’s timing had 
been perfect. 

Not tall but stocky, he was in shirt 
and riding breeches and high polished 
brown boots. Under a wide-brimmed 
hat was a brown Spanish face with a 
clipped grey moustache. He was 
perhaps 60. There was a quizzical 
look on the face as he approached. 

“What is this! Two girls trespass- 
ing!” The tone was sharp but banter- 
ing; the command of English was 
evidently at least as good as Carmen's. 

Carmen fluttered her eyelashes. 
‘Perhaps we are lost, Senor.’ 

‘Perhaps indeed. So it is the 
beautiful Senorita Ortega, and this 
must be also the English visitor. 
Equally beautiful as I see. The English 
Rose.’ 

Jill flushed. “Pm very sorry, Senor 
Garcia. I didn’t know I was trespass- 
ing. I think I'd better go...’ 

He showed white teeth in a grin. 
‘But I also am sorry, Miss. Did not 
your friend tell you? Here we always 
must pay for something like trespass- 
ing. So you must both come with me. 
Eh Carmen?’ 

Jill gulped as she saw his hand 
reach out to openly take hold of 
Carmen’s bottom. A brown sinewy 
hand firmly groping the twin full 
cheeks in the tight slacks. 

Carmen didn't try to remove the 
hand. She simply said submissively, 
‘Yes, Senor Garcia.’ 


* * * 


It was only about half a mile to his 
house, a low white building set in 
lawns at the edge of the wood. 
Carmen had chattered on the way and 
was clearly excited. Senor Garcia 
didn't say very much. As for Jill she 
still couldn't believe it was happening, 
it must be a joke. But on the other 
hand once, on the way, Senor Garcia 
had casually placed a hand on Jill’s 
bottom, as he had earlier done to 
Carmen, although more softly. Jill 
had jumped away like a scalded cat. 
Carmen had laughed. Senor Garcia 
merely pursed his lips. Jill hated that 
sort of thing, a casual feel at her 
bottom. You got it on the bus to 
school sometimes when you had to 


stand and there was nothing much 
you could do as they could always 
pretend it was an accident. 

The sun as they crossed the 
parched-looking lawn to the house 
was burning hot but once inside it was 
cool behind the shuttered windows. 


They went in a sitting room where 
their host produced iced drinks. They 
sat down. 

Carmen said, ‘Jill says they do not 
have caning or strapping for girls in 
England, Senor.' 

Senor Garcia raised his eyebrows 
and gave Jill a hot stare. ‘So? So your 
English guest will learn something 
then, Carmen.’ 

He got up from his chair and 
walked over to a cabinet. When he 
turned he had a leather strap in his 
hand. It was about two-foot long and 
split into two half-inch wide tongues. 
Jil's eyes fixed on it in horrified 
fascination. He slapped it against the 
side of his boot with a loud thwack! 
and Jill’s stomach felt as if it had 
suddenly dropped through the floor. 


‘Look ... you can't... she whis- 
pered. 

Senor Garcia looked at Carmen. 
“Señorita Ortega: you will perhaps go 
first and show your friend?’ 

Carmen obediently got to her feet, 
her face flushed with excitement. Her 


hands went to the belt of her pale grey 
slacks and then to the zip at the side. 
In a quick movement the slacks were 
down round her knees. Her knickers 
were pink, like her T-shirt, tight over 
the swelling haunches. Senor Garcia 
took her arm and Carmen went 
forward two paces to the table. He 
pushed her firmly down over it, then 
muttered something. 

Carmen's hands came back, 
thumbs in the top of the knickers. 
Jill's stomach gave another lurch as 
suddenly there was Carmen's big 
bottom bare in front of her, two 
moons bearing the brief pale triangle 
from her bikini. 

THWACK! 

Jill looked away. Without warning 
or delay the strap had simply splatted 


in squarely across the swelling 
cheeks, producing a sort of grunt 
from Carmen. Jill felt a bit faint. 
There was another sickening 
THWACK! . . . and this time a yelp 
from the Spanish girl. Jill looked, she 
couldn’t help it. There were wide red 
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marks across Carmen's big bottom 
which was clenching and writhing. In 
pain...or could it be something 
else? 

The strap continued to rise and 
fall. With an intent look on his face 
Señor Garcia systematically covered 
the ripe cheeks and also the full upper 
slopes of Carmen's thighs above the 
lowered knickers. Carmen was groan- 
ing and yelping and writhing her 
bottom. Jill watched, horrified but 
mesmerised. And was there also 
something else, a tingle of sexual 
excitement? 

When the strapping finished 
Carmen stood up. She was breathing 
heavily with her face flushed dark red 
as her hands went first to her knickers 
and then the lowered slacks. Then 
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both of them turned to Jill. 

‘No” she yelped, but Carmen, 
laughing, pulled her to her feet. 

‘You must, Jilly. You must be a 
brave girl.’ 

Jill struggled but there were now 
Senor Garcia’s strong hands holding 


her arms. Carmen got to work on the 
belt of Jill's slacks. All at once the 
white slacks were down, to Jill’s 
knees, with a firm comely rump in 
pink-edged white knickers on display. 
Yelping in shock and anger she was 
frogmarched to the table, then 
stretched over it. 

Carmen round the other side held 
Jill's arms so she couldn't move, only 
weakly kick her feet, as she felt her 
knickers being pulled down. Then the 
shocking, heart-stopping feel of a 
male hand on her bare bottom. 
Caressing, and intimately groping. 
The hand went away and there was a 
pause. Jill could hear her own breath- 
ing harsh in her throat and Carmen 
was saying something to her. And 
then... 

TH WACK! 

She went all funny at that point. It 
was almost as if it was happening to 
someone else, some other girl called 
Jill Fairfield. She could feel the pain 
all right, an intense biting ache in her 
bottom, but at the same time she 
could see this other girl called Jill 
Fairfield held over the table, yelling 
out and jerking her bottom this way 
and that as the strap splatted down 
on those unprotected buttocks. Per- 
haps it was simply too much for her 
mind to take. 

‘You make a lot of noise when he 
strapped you, Carmen said. 

It was half-an-hour later and they 
were walking back along the track, 
Carmen with her arm around Jill’s 
waist. Jill was still feeling a bit 
strange with her mind not yet fully 
able to accept what had happened. 
Carmen was clearly still very excited. 
She suddenly moved off the track, 
taking Jill with her, to lean her back 
against a tree. Jill found herself 
pulled round face to face with her 
companion. 

‘Was it exciting?’ Carmen wanted 
to know. Jill shook her head. Her 
mind was in too much of a turmoil to 
know if it was or not. And there were 
still all those hot and tingly feelings 
coming from her bottom. 

‘It makes me very excited. Espec- 
lally to see you get it, Jill. Senor 
Garcia is like an old bull, yes? How 
would you like that old bull on top of 
you! 

Jill didn't think she would like that 
at all but Carmen didn't seem to want 
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an answer as she put her full-lipped 
mouth to Jill's. An eager tongue 
pushed into the English girl’s mouth. 


* * * 


Nothing much more happened until 
the evening. Jill had been a bit 
shocked by Carmen's sexy kiss but 
had not responded to it and Carmen 
had not done anything further, though 
there had been more excited talk of 
the strappings and Senor Garcia. But 
then at dinner Carmen, laughing, 
simply related to her parents what 
had happened. Jill was horror-struck 
and neither of the older Ortegas 
seemed to think it was the big joke 
that Carmen clearly did. Her mother 
went red in the face and Carmen's 
father got very angry. He told her she 
had behaved very badly to their guest 
and sent Carmen up to her room 
immediately after the meal. He apol- 
ogised to Jill for what had happened 
and shortly afterwards followed 
Carmen upstairs. 

As Jill learnt later, when Carmen 
came into her bedroom, her father 
gave her another thrashing with his 
strap for what she had done. 

‘I know why he is angry, said a 
chastened Carmen, sitting on Jill’s 
bed. ‘He does not like another man to 
strap you. As you are in his house he 
wants only to do it himself, except 
when you go to school of course.’ 

‘But I haven't done anything, Jill 
told her. 

‘Itis not only doing anything much. 
Doing it to a girl or a woman is for a 
man to show that she belongs to him. 
While you are here my father thinks 
you belong to him. So he does not like 
to think that Senor Garcia has put a 
strap to your bottom and he has not.’ 

Not for the first time since getting 
to Carmen's house Jill said with 
feeling You've got to be joking!” She 
didn't consider she belonged to any- 
one, and even if she did... 

‘You will see, Carmen told her. 
The Spanish girl put her arms round 
Jill and said they must kiss goodnight. 
It was another very sexy kiss from 
Carmen and she didn’t seem to want 
to stop. Breathless, Jill finally pushed 
her away. 

‘We are going to be very good 


- friends, yes?” Carmen said. 


Jill answered ‘Of course’ but won- 
dered what exactly Carmen meant. 
She got into bed and lay awake for 
some time thinking about it all: 
Carmen and Carmen's father and, not 
least, Senor Garcia and his strap. 
When she did finally get to sleep 
there were some disturbing dreams, 


of being caned and strapped by 
various men. In one part she had to 
strip nude in a room full of men and 
then had to bend over a sort of 
vaulting horse and be strapped by 
each one. It was very painful but 
fantastically erotic at the same time. 

With her disturbed sleep Jill did 
not wake up until it was quite late and 
the sun was streaming in the window. 
As she gathered her senses Jill 
realised there was also something 
else. Senor Ortega was sitting on her 
bed, smiling at her. 

That disturbing dream was still 
very real and she also vividly recalled 
what Carmen had said last night. Jill 
felt a tingle of fear mixed with 
excitement. Her body went tense 
under the sheets. Senor Ortega was a 
lot younger than Senor Garcia, he 
wasn't an ‘old bull’, and Jill found him 
very attractive. The tingle of excite- 
mentincreased as he said that Carmen 
and her mother had gone out. Jill’s 
body told her that something was 
going to happen. 

It did. Senor Ortega stood up and, 
smiling, pulled the bedclothes off her. 

Jill gasped with shock. For all he 
knew she might have been sleeping in 
the nude. In fact she had considered 
it with the warm nights but then 
decided to put her pyjamas on. They 
were pale blue cotton, quite tight. 
Automatically as the covers were 
yanked off Jill's hands came across to 
cover her breasts and groin. 

Senor Ortega laughed and took 
hold of one arm. 'It is late, Jill. And 
I think the English is getting up 
early?' 

She was pulled out of bed and 
Senor Ortega sat down on it again. 
With her head still in a daze Jill heard 
him say: 

"Lake down the trousers. I must 
see your bottom. To see that Senor 
Garcia has caused no harm.’ 

"No" she gasped. But he simply 
reached out and yanked the pyjama 
bottoms down, to her knees. A neat 
light-brown bush was briefly on show 
before Jill, with another gasp, cupped 
her hand over it. Senor Ortega gripped 
her arm and pulled her down, over his 
lap. 

Dizzily, with her head down near 
the carpet, Jill felt the large male 
hand on her bare bottom. The hand 
patted and squeezed and stroked. It 
was impossible — yesterday Senor 
Garcia and now this. 

From above her his Spanish- 
accented English: 'I think there is no 
injury from our friend Senor Garcia. 
Jill was not being released though, 
and the hand went on fondling. 


‘So now perhaps we have, what is it 
in English, a spank. Because when 
you are here, Jill, you must be like my 
daughter and here in Spain every big 
daughter must have something from 
her father. Some spank and also some 
with the strap. That is to make her 
always a good girl.’ 

And to ensure that Jill was always 
a good girl the hand started spanking. 
It wasn't fearfully hard but it was 
mind-blowing nonetheless. Senor 
Ortega's male hand  intimately 
smacking her bare bottom. Senor 
Ortega whom she could definitely 
fancy in an older man sort of way. It 
was what Carmen had said, he was 
demonstrating his male dominance 
over her. It was almost like some 
primitive rite. But whatever it was it 
was overwhelming. Jill’s blood was 
pounding in her ears. More than that, 
she could feel herself getting distinct- 
ly wet between her legs. 

At last it stopped and Jill was put 
on her feet. She stood, trembling, her 
face bright red and with one hand 
over that brown bush. Senor Ortega's 
face was also red under his dark skin. 

‘Good, Jill. You are a good girl and 
do not fight it. Now we have a little of 
the strap, like any daughter must 
have. 

Jill stuttered that she hadn't done 
anything but she sensed, as Carmen 
had said, that this was not the point. 
Senor Garcia had strapped her and so 
Carmen’s father had to do the same. 
Presumably she could refuse but at 
least part of her didn't want to. The 
thought of submitting to him was 
tremendously exciting. In a way it 
would almost be like having sex with 
him. For a second Jill pictured herself 
in bed with Senor Ortega on top of 
her. Feeling faint she let herself be 
pushed down at the side of her bed. 

She was kneeling with her body 
face-down across the bed. Her 
pyjamas were still round her knees, 
her now reddened bottom arched up. 
Jill gripped the sheet, wondering if 
she would have to wait while he went 
to get his strap. But it came almost 
immediately; asharp crack across her 
nude buttocks causing a half-stifled 
yelp into the bedclothes. Jill’s fingers 
dug in as the leather sliced in again 
across the slim flanks. 

It was not like with Senor Garcia, 
this time there was no funny feeling 
that it was happening to someone 
else. It was her allright kneeling there 
and being strapped by Carmen's 
father. And with the pain there was 
also a wild arousal. Jill could feel her 
hips writhing and they were not 
simply writhing in agony. The move- 


ments were becoming distinctly 
rhythmic. Oh God! she thought, he'll 
see what's happening. But as the strap 
kept splatting in there was nothing 
Jill could do about it. 


* * * 


Carmen and her mother came back at 
mid-morning by which time Jill was 
feeling a bit calmer but not much. It 
still brought on a hot flush to think 
about because Senor Ortega could 
have had no doubt what had happen- 
ed. That final frenzied grinding of her 
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hips against the edge of the bed and 
even more the gasping high-pitched 
screech which had erupted from her 
mouth. He had not said anything, just 
given Jill a smiling quizzical look 
when she got up and, hot with 
embarrassment, dragged up her 
pyjamas. But undoubtedly he must 
have known she had come. 

If Jill was still overheated Carmen 
was clearly all agog, dragging Jill up 
to her room and closing the door. 

‘So tell me!’ she demanded. ‘I 
know my father makes us go out while 


he stays in with you. Did you get his 
strap? 

Hot-faced, Jill nodded. She wasn't 
going to say how she had reacted, 
though. Carmen grabbed her and 
planted another of those sexy kisses 
on the English girl's mouth. ‘So now 
we are like sisters, yes? 

They fell back onto Carmen's bed. 
Is this what Spanish sisters do? 
wondered Jill as Carmen’s hand slid 
up her bare thigh under the summer 
dress she now had on and homed in 
on the crotch of her brief nylon 
knickers. She put her hand down to 
stop Carmen but not very forcefully. 

‘Don’t!’ Jill protested weakly. 
‘Someone could come in.’ 

Carmen gave a throaty growl. ‘No. 
I have locked the door.’ And in a 
determined manner she began taking 
down Jill’s knickers. 

Jill didn’t fight it. It was not 
entirely unexpected with the way 
Carmen had been acting. She 
shouldn’t allow it, nice girls didn’t do 
that sort of thing. But on the other 
hand Jill felt powerless to resist after 
what had happened earlier. It might 
be bad but it was also exquisitely 
nice. 

Afterwards, when they had re- 
covered and straightened themselves 
up, they went downstairs. With her 


arm around Jill’s waist Carmen told 
her father. ‘So now I and Jill are two 
sisters; both getting their father’s 
strap, I think.’ 

He laughed. ‘I expect two sisters 
who will also soon get Senor 
Guerrero’s cane at school as well!’ 

Carmen laughed too — while Jill’s 
heart missed a beat. Since that talk in 
the garden yesterday morning which 
had started all this Jill had rather 
forgotten about school. At the time 
she had half dismissed it as a joke but 
now that seemed less likely. 

‘Oh no, it is certainly not a joke,’ 
Carmen told Jill when she falteringly 
asked about it. ‘You will not think 
that when you have tried Senor 
Guerrero’s cane. No girl would think 
that was a joke.’ 

Jill didn’t want to hear about it 
while at the same time she did. They 
were sitting under the tree in the 
garden again. Carmen squeezed her 
arm. ‘Why not wait and find out? He 
will not delay in showing you his 
methods.’ 

‘No, tell me ... what he does.’ 

Carmen rolled her eyes. ‘OK, I will; 
but maybe you will not want to hear 
its: 

Senor Guerrero was Deputy Prin- 
cipal and it seemed was the only one 
who dealt out corporal punishment, 
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which was restricted to the upper 
form girls. Most of the staff were 
women, including the Head, and 
apparently it was felt that corporal 
punishment was not something to be 
handled by a woman. So it was all 
down to Sefior Guerrero. 

Carmen gave another of those 
tinkling laughs. ‘I should say that 
Senor Guerrero is very much enjoy- 
ing his caning of big girls. 

Jill shivered. At last Carmen got to 
the details. It was always the cane. A 
routine caning was with you bent over 
his desk with skirt up over your back 
and with your knickers still on. But 
when you had had two of those he 
would take your knickers down and 
cane your bare bottom. 

Carmen said, ‘I should think all our 
pretty girls are quickly getting to the 
stage of bare bottoms. Some are 
liking to show him their bare bottom 
and some are not liking. But it makes 
no difference. And then I must tell 
you he sometimes use a different 
position. Not at all nice.' 

Carmen paused for dramatic effect. 
Jill held her breath. 

‘Tt is on his desk. He make you lie 
on his desk on your back. Legs up in 
the air and hold your knees close.' 

Jill swallowed, her mouth suddenly 
gone very dry. A very vivid and truly 
awful picture presented itself in her 
mind. It couldn't be possible, could it? 
Carmen must be joking about this. 

Carmen pinched her arm and 
delivered the punch line. Sometimes, 
Jill, if he decide you are very naughty 
then he will use that position but also 
with your knickers off.' 

There was a stunned silence at the 
end of which Jill managed to utter, 'I 
can't believe that.’ 

“It is true, Jill. I know. He has done 
it to me. On his desk with my knickers 
off.’ 


* * * 


Senor Guerrero was not an impressive 
figure, medium height and slightly 
pudgy with a round face. Not old, 
perhaps 45. Could this man do those 
things that Carmen had said? There 
were beady eyes behind gold-rimmed 
glasses and they flickered keenly over 
Jill as she stood quaking in his office. 
She had on a white summer dress 
which set her off from all the other 
girls who wore a uniform of white 
blouse and pleated grey skirt and 
cardigan. 

The eyes continued their journey- 
ing, taking in the pretty face, the firm 
breasts, the long legs, as Sefior 
Guerrero spoke words of welcome. 
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Jill had already seen the Head, a 
pleasant matronly woman, but Senor 
Guerrero was the one who caned. Jill 
looked down at the desk in front of 
her. Could it be possible? That he 
made girls lie there on their backs. . .? 
Senor Guerrero got up from the 
desk and came round to her. He said 
he hoped Jill would have a pleasant 
stay with them. He would certainly be 
seeing her again. And then he added 
that presumably she knew he was in 
charge of discipline. His hand took 
hold of Jill's arm and squeezed. 
She muttered ‘Yes, Senor’ and 
turned to go. He went to open the 
door and stood to let her pass. As she 
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did Jill gave a sharp gasp. Señor 
Guerrero's hand had slid behind her 
and was on her bottom, caressing a 
buttock through the thin dress. 

‘I think you girls in England are 
also getting the bottom caned. Is that 
so? 

Jill stuttered ‘No... no, Senor.’ 
The hand stayed where it was. 

“Is that so? That is a surprise. Here 
we do of course.’ 

From that moment Jill just knew 
he was going to cane her. The hand 
calmly stroked for a bit and then with 
a dismissive slap she was sent on her 
way. But stumbling down the corridor 
she just knew it. He was going to find 
some excuse. Her knees felt all jelly- 
like as she thought of that desk. 

But what could she do? Complain 
to Carmen or her father? Say she 
wasn't going to go to school because 
she was frightened of the cane? She 
would simply seem like a silly baby. 
Jill almost felt like running away. 

Nothing happened that first day at 
school — but there were nine more 
days to come. It was that business of 
lying on the desk that really got to her. 
The thought of that simply made her 
start trembling. Jill told herself that 
perhaps she could take the other. It 
would be horrible but she could take a 


normal bending-over caning; even, 
possibly, one with her knickers down. 
But not that absolutely mortifying 
prospect of being up on his desk. 
Please God let Carmen be joking 
about that. 

‘Please say you’re joking, Jill 
pleaded with Carmen that night in 
her room. They were lying on Jill’s 
bed, Carmen feeling amorous but Jill 
not in the mood with that awful 
possibility filling her mind. Carmen 
said she wasn't joking, Senor Guerrero 
did do it. 

'How can you let him do such a 
horrible thing? How can your father 
let him?’ 

‘Maybe my father does not know. 
We must not make complaints from 
school, you know, that is not good 
behaviour. And anyway my father 
thinks caning at school is good. So I 
will become disciplined and then a 
man will want to marry me. How will 
you like to be married, Jill, and have 
your husband on top of you every 
night? 

Jill wasn't interested in that sort of 
talk nor did she want what Carmen's 
hand was trying to do. But the hand 
was very insistent. 

Senor Guerrero caned Jill the next 
day. She was called into his room in 
the afternoon to be told that she had 
been reported for arguing with a 
teacher. Jill hadn’t been arguing. It 
had been the woman being deliber- 
ately awkward, as if she was trying to 
pick a quarrel. Senor Guerrero meth- 
odically cleared one side of his desk, 
then went to fetch along whippy cane. 
The beady eyes were shining. 

"That behaviour cannot be allowed 
here, Miss Fairfield. Please lie over 
the desk. 

He grabbed up the full skirt of 
Jill’s white dress, then fiddled about 
with her bare legs and her bottom in 
the brief white nylon knickers, sup- 
posedly getting her in the right 
position. Then the cane came down. 
Four breath-stopping stinging whips 
across the taut seat of the skin-tight 
knickers. It was pretty dreadful but 
Jill had known he was going to do it 
and she had told herself she could 
take it. 

Outside, afterwards, she blinked 
away the tears and surreptitiously 
rubbed her desperately smarting 
bottom. It had been dreadful but she 
could take it. Just as long as... 

The next afternoon she was back 
in Senor Guerrero's room again. The 
same reason, that same woman teach- 
er picking on Jill and looking for an 
argument. Either the woman was a 
friend of Senor Guerrero or she just 


liked the thought of the English 
visitor getting caned. There could be 
no other explanation. Jill tried to give 
her version of what happened but the 
Deputy Head cut her short and didn't 
want to hear. He simply started 
clearing one side of his desk with 
those pudgy hands as he had done 
before. And then told her to bend 
over. Jill’s skirt was yanked up ... 
and then he pulled down her knickers. 

Before Jill knew it the cane was 
stinging in across her bare bottom. 
Four inflaming whacks. On the bare in 
spite of Carmen saying he didn’t take 
them down until the third time. 

‘Perhaps he cannot wait, was all 
Carmen could say when Jill told her. 
‘Perhaps he could not wait to get to 
that lovely English bottom. 

Jill still had seven more days at 
school. Seven days in which Senor 
Guerrero could do that other fiendish 
thing. 

‘Please say you're joking, Jill 
pleaded, yet again. 

Carmen gave her an injured look. 
‘You don't like to believe me, I see. 
OK, I am making a joke.’ 

"Are you? Was it just a joke?' Jill 
demanded. 

Carmen's tongue slipped out and 
moistened the full lips. Yes. 

Now Jil didn't know what to 
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believe. Miraculously there was no 
argument with that teacher in the 
next two days, and no calls to visit 
Senor Guerrero. At home on the 
second of those days Carmen and Jill 
both got a strapping from Carmen’s 
father for being out late in the 
evening. After what Jill had been 
fearing at school she almost welcomed 
it. It was certainly a big turn-on, like 
before. 

Only five more days at the school. 

But the next day, in the morning, 
Jill realised that that woman was 
after her again, picking on every little 
thing. She tried not to respond but 
the teacher forced her into an argu- 
ment. In the afternoon Jill was in 
Senor Guerrero’ s office again. The 
door was closed behind her and she 
heard the lock click. 

Standing there Jill could feel 
herself perspiring. It was a bit stuffy 
anyway but essentially it was fear 
making her sweat. Was it about to 
happen, that horrible thing? Carmen 
now said it was all a joke, he didn't 
really do that. Jill’s head started 
going round and round and she felt 
faint. It was a bit like that funny 
feeling with Senor Garcia, when she 
had been beaten for the first time on 
this Spanish visit. That now seemed 
like light-years ago. 


Senor Guerrero was clearing his 
desk. Jill looked. Was he clearing one 
side — or all of it? . . . He turned, the 
small eyes glinting behind the glasses. 
His mouth opened. 

‘Itis a persistent offence, Miss, so I 
think we must do something a little 
more unpleasant.’ 

Jill heard it as if from a great 
distance, echoing. Had he said it or 
was it simply in her own mind? 

‘So please take off the knickers 
and get up on the desk. Lie on your 
back ... and raise the legs...’ 

Jill was shivering. Her knees felt as 
if they were going to give way. She 
looked at his bland round face, then 
looked away. Surely he hadn’t really 
said it. It was just that she was in such 
a state that her mind was playing 
tricks on her. 


* * * 


Senor Guerrero came close and took 
hold of Jill's arm. ‘Did you hear me, 
Miss?” 

Numbly she shook her head. 

He repeated. ‘I said take off the 
knickers and get up on the desk. It is 
my method for serious offenders. Lie 
on your back. Raise the legs and hold 
them. I shall cane your bare bottom in 
that position. Come, please. O 
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Hil KOON 


by Nicholas Holland 


IT WAS three years later... 

The sun lanced through the tiny 
porthole with blinding intensity. 
Victoria Moon pushed the light- 
sensitive sun glasses firmly against 
the bridge of her perfect nose and 
turned back into the spacious cabin. 
Apart from four inch stiletto-heeled 
shoes, the sun glasses were all that 
Victoria wore. As usual the freedom 
of nudity served to excite and stimu- 
late her and she felt a sensuous 
warmth that wasn't entirely due to 
the Mediterranean sun. Her bikini 
lay in a pool of expensive silk at the 
foot of a double bed and in a 
moment of impatient petulance she 
kicked it across the cabin. Where the 
hell was he? She wasn't accustomed 
to waiting for any man and under 
normal circumstances she would 
have left ten minutes ago. These 
weren't normal circumstances of 
course and Victoria chose to wait. 
She would wait as long as she had to. 
Perhaps her destiny and the future 
direction of her life depended on 
it. 

With a sigh of reluctant acceptance 
Victoria lay back against the soft 
pillows of the huge double bed. The 
deep mattress and cool cotton of the 
sheets embraced her nakedness, 
inviting her to stretch luxuriously and 
relax. Reflected in the tall mirrors of 
the fitted mahogany wardrobe, 
Victorias body curved with feline 
grace, its golden hue relieved only by 
the templates of bikini white and the 
rich tufts of gold at the base of her 
belly. She pushed the sun glasses up 
into soft blonde curls and closed her 
eyes. Sleep was not something she 
had time to indulge in. She would not 

. could not . . . must not allow 
herself the luxury of sleep to acceler- 
ate the passage of time. To think was 
more important. Essential. 

To some people three years is a 
long time. Boredom and the role of 
ordinariness expand and prolong the 
tedium of dissatisfaction. Victoria 
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Moon had no such problem. The 
three years since Adam Krane had 
persuaded her to walk into the 
inviting web of his peculiar practices 
and philosophies had passed quickly. 
Naturally she still hated him. 
Victoria's thoughts rolled gently 
across her mind, unfolding and 
splashing against her senses, creating 
images that in turn excited and 
tormented her. She remembered 
that bright evening three years and 
one month ago that had since be- 
come the ‘first day of the rest of her 
life’. The small office where she had 
received the kiss of destiny that 
flawed the virginal perfection of her 
pink flesh had seemed a heaven in 
the hell of her boredom. In reality 
and with the change of time, Adam 
Krane’s office now seemed a tatty 
preface to the space and luxury that 
enveloped her and which she would 
soon find impossible to live without. 
The charisma and magnetic power of 
the man was not there to overpower 
her and colour her thoughts. She 
despised him and yet she knew that 
he had provided her with an excuse 
andanew escape route to be herself. 
She had no feelings of guilt for the 
way she regarded him. Guilt though 
would always provide her with the 


excuse to segk out what he had so 
necessarily provided. She would 
never admitto herself the real reason 
behind the inexplicable series of 
events that had since shaped her life. 
There had always been the guilt and 
then the cleansing. The cleansing 
was important because without it the 
guilt would gradually torment her 
and she would be impossible to 
understand. Indiscretion would 
compound indiscretion and the 
strong hand of a mentor or Svengali 
was necessary to return her to the 
status quo. Victoria Moon needed 
the hand of discipline. The realisa- 
tion flashed across her mind like the 
lash of a cane. 

After Adam Krane, Victoria’s life 
had changed dramatically. A succes- 
sion of boyfriends walked into and 
out of her life like so many migrating 
swallows. Purity of body evaporated 
with the simmering of hot sexuality, 
and the prize of sweet virginity was 
sacrificed at the altar of insensitive 
youth. He had been asoccer star and 
Victoria basked in the glow of his 
reflected glory. He caned her and 
beat her and took sex from her with 
all the subtlety of a charging bull. 
Victoria knew that love was some- 
thing that he probably couldn't even 
spell, let alone understand. She 
stayed with him for six months, not 
because she loved him, but because 
of the lifestyle that he enjoyed. She 
left him at a time of her own con- 
venience. As was her way in those 
days of selfishness and insecurity, 
Victoria received a better offer and 
simply took advantage of it. Circum- 
stances — though Victoria preferred 
the word fate — caused her to meet 
Henry Pountain at the country club 
which her husband had grudgingly 
allowed her to join. The age difference 
had not bothered her because 
Victoria felt that she had no one to 
answer to but herself. Her relation- 
ship with her husband had been one 
of sex and continuous beatings. As 


long as she was around for him to 
‘show-off’ at the many social events 
his highly successful football club 
staged, that was all he seemed to 
care. Victoria half expected to be 
placed in the massive trophy cabinet 
after each usage. 

The divorce had been quick and a 
lot less painful than her marriage. She 
was granted a small alimony although 


ruthlessness he showed in business 
would be turned on Victoria. He 
would delegate the responsibility of 
course, because that was his way. 
Perhaps she would be summoned to 
the office of his solicitor, but what- 
ever course he chose Victoria knew 
that it would be final. Henry's de- 
cisions always were. No matter how 
deep the hurt, Henry would conclude 


because of his own experience, had 
naturally suspected the nature of his 
friend's problems. In fact, before 
Henry had told him, the loyal Captain 
had already initiated steps to correct 
the distressing situation. At this very 
moment the errant wife was waiting 
in his cabin. Waiting on his pleasure — 
a pleasure which she had woefully 
misinterpreted. 


The excitement of the illicit meeting was as satisfying as her present nudity. 


she hardly needed it — Henry's 
millions were more than sufficient 
recompense. They were married a 
few days after her decree nisi. 

Life with Henry was idyllic. He was 
the complete antithesis of her first 
husband and fora while she delighted 
in his gentleness and generosity. He 
demanded nothing from her and in 
return he gave her everything that 
she had ever wanted. Increasingly 
though, Henry spent more and more 
time involved in the everyday affairs 
of his massive corporation. Boredom 
set in and Victoria's old restlessness 
returned. The infrequent love-making 
with her aging husband wasn't im- 
proved by the mild heart attack that 
Henry suffered because of overwork. 
Victoria's restlessness soon became 
frustration and once more she re- 
turned to the country club for diver- 
sions. There were many of them - 
perhaps too many. Mostly they were 
older than her and often in their 
forties. Virile young men were also 
welcome, attracted to her like bears 
to some exotic honey. But she used 
them and then discarded them, 
fluttering from one infatuation to the 
next 

Victoria remembered with little 
satisfaction. The guilt would not let 
her escape so easily. It haunted her 
like a nemesis, returning persistently 
and remorselessly. She turned lan- 


But the risks were immense... 


the matter instantly and Victoria 
would be out on the streets... 
without so much as a penny of her 
own. 

But Henry did know. Victoria’s 
fears were justified. 

For two weeks Victoria had flirted 
outrageously with the Captain of the 
‘Belle Grande’ (apart from Victoria, 
Henry's only obsession). The fact 
that Captain Hugh Scullion was one 
of her husband's most loyal friends 
had not seemed to make any differ- 
ence to Victoria, though he perplexed 
her and no man had done that since 
Adam Krane. Mostly they were pre- 
dictable in their response, often 
fawning, but inevitably losing her 
respect. Captain Scullion did not 
respond like other men. His greater 
experience had taught him the errors 
of succumbing to the intimidation of 
feminine beauty. Victoria did not 
over-awe him. 

During lunch she had finally 
evoked a response from the ice-cool 
Captain. ‘Victoria,’ he said softly, ‘I'll 
see you in my cabin at six o'clock.’ He 
had paused and with a smile finally 
added, 'and make sure you're suit- 
ably dressed" 

Victoria's tension, like the guilt, 
did not show. Her pulse rate had 
increased and her heart beat was 
quicker. The excitement of the illicit 
meeting was as satisfying as her 


'So you see Hugh, Henry Pountain 
was saying, 'the damn girl needs your 
strong hand of discipline. I’m sure | 
can leave the method to you, after all 
you have succeeded admirably in 
the past and | simply wouldn't have 
the heart to do it your way. Besides, 
its the only alternative to divorce 
and you know how | feel about 
that. 

Their conversation was interrup- 
ted by the arrival of more drinks, 
served by the object of another of 
Victoria's flirtations, a young Portu- 
guese with flashing good looks who 
was called Raoul. She had received 
little encouragement from the hand- 
some cabin boy and started to make 
life as difficult as possible, by asking 
him to ‘fetch and carry’ for her to a 
ridiculous extent. 

Although the business at hand 
had been concluded, Henry insisted 
that the Captain finish his drink and 
let Victoria ‘stew in her own juice', as 
he quaintly put it. Captain Scullion 
was happy to agree, it would have 
been part of his tactics anyway. 


* * * 


When the Captain entered his cabin, 
Victoria — who had been waiting for 
well over an hour — was pacing 
impatiently to and fro, inwardly 
seething. She was still nude. 


She dug her strawberry-red fingernails into the thick pile carpet to maintain 
her balance. Slowly she began to writhe her naked bottom... 


guidly on the cool sheets to look in 
the mirror. Perhaps it showed? But all 
she saw was the golden perfection of 
glorious womanhood. The guilt was 
inside her — a malignant growth that 
had begun to eat into her soul and 
torture her mind. Henry was so kind 
to her and she really wasn't worthy of 
him. How could she cheat him the 
way she had? If he ever found out it 
would hurt him irreparably and the 


present nudity. But the risks were 
immense. 

As Victoria waited, a meeting was 
taking place in her cabin. Henry and 
Captain Scullion relaxed and drank 
arctic-cold Martinis. The subject 
would have surprised her. She was 
the earnest topic of their conversa- 
tion and Henry was confiding to his 
loyal friend the problems of being 
married to Victoria. Captain Scullion, 


For a long period of charged 
expectancy they looked at each 
other, Victoria suddenly aware of the 
massive aura of authority that the 
immaculately uniformed Captain 
exuded. Even the gold anchor on the 
impressive hat seemed to symbolise 
his immoveability. She felt his eyes 
boring into her like steel gimlets. The 
impatience and anger brought about 
by her waiting instantly evaporated 
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under the probing eyes and Victoria 
felt more nude before him than she 
had ever felt in front of any of her 
lovers. But she gloried in it. He 
couldn't know of the narcissistic de- 
light she experienced when com- 
pletely nude. She wanted him to 
look at her. It was her tender trap. 
Victoria found it difficult to meet 


those intense eyes. “|... I've been 
waiting over an hour...’ she said 
weakly. 


He ignored her and strode pur- 
posefully across to confront her. 
Victoria momentarily caught her 
breath. Damn it, why was it that men 
like him always made her feel so... 
so... inferior? Well, she would call 
the tune for once. He wouldn't 
dominate her — after all she wanted 
him. He was her choice. 

‘Do you like the “suitable dress”? 
she asked coquettishly, her confi- 
dence returning. 

He smiled. It was the first change 
of expression since he had entered 
the cabin. 

‘Birds of paradise my dear always 
look better in their summer plumage. 
He stepped back and openly carried 
out an obvious mock inspection with 
his eyes. ‘And yours is prettier than 
most!’ 

Briefly Victoria shivered, though 
not with cold. ‘Oh dear,’ she said 
‘ONLY better than most?’ She had to 
play the one game that she was good 
at. It was the only way she could win, 
and winning was all. 

Slowly he reached out with his 
right hand. Victoria watched with 
helpless fascination as it swept lightly 
and sensuously over the golden 
perfection of her left breast. She 
made no move to stop him. Immobile 
and available she let him do as he 
wished. His forefinger and thumb 
closed softly around the rich nugget 
of her erect nipple and pinched it 
very gently. 

‘Come with me, Victoria. 

She had no choice but to follow 
him. He pulled her by the nipple 
across the cabin to a chair beside the 
double bed. Inone movement he sat 
and pushed her across his lap. Victoria 
found herself in an all too familiar 
position and the expectancy return- 
ed. She dug her strawberry-red finger- 
nails into the thick pile carpet to 
maintain her balance. Slowly she 
began to writhe her naked bottom, 
searching for his strong masculine 
response. Little mewing noises 
squeezed from her throat, but he 
stilled them with a firm hand on the 
flawless perfection and began to 
stroke the flowing curves. Beneath 
the gentle touch, Victoria held her 


breath. 

Suddenly and still without a word, 
or any indication of his emotions, he 
began to spank her. Victoria's breath 
expelled itself with a sweet hiss at 
the first impact. But he was gentle 
and she moaned beneath the stimu- 
lating hand, her bottom undulating 
slightly — rising and falling as if to 
meet it. 


were ignited. She cried out again — 
louder this time and almost 
plaintively. 

For what seemed like hours she 
lay across his lap gasping and then, 
still without a word, he helped her to 
her feet. 

‘Stand by the bed and wait for 
me!’ he commanded. 

Now it was Victoria’s turn to be 


Victoria did not reply. She looked 
from the blue flint chips that were his 
eyes and stared sightlessiy at the 
floor. The truth stung her, but she 
had thought he was a willing partner 
to the subterfuge. She felt very 
childish and very guilty. 

‘When you cheat on someone 
Victoria, you succeed only in cheating 
yourself.’ 


He stood impassively before her, the crook-ended cane resting 
on his shoulder like some kind of military sword... 


Scores of gentle little slaps rained 
down on Victoria's acutely offered 
buttocks and still he did not speak. 
Every emotion except for an intense- 
ly erotic response within her loins 
was drained from her body. Her 
head was spinning from the heady 
excitement of the intimate situation. 
Deliberately she exaggerated the 
writhing of her hips, trying to detect 
the normal male reaction she des- 
perately craved. The slaps continued 
unabated, bouncing incessantly off 
the golden hillocks and heating the 
very core of her womanhood. She 
gasped aloud, but the reaction was 
not provoked by pain. Sensations on 
the surface of her trembling flesh 
were insinuating into her total being 
and spreading like an addictive drug. 
Breathing heavier now Victoria cried 
OUL. 

‘Harder . . . harder!’ she gasped, 
‘please Hugh... please...’ 

The soft pattering sounds that had 
filled the quiet cabin were abruptly 
stilled. Momentarily there was a lull 
and then . . . the palm of his 
toughened hand impacted on the 
offered, upturned cheeks of bare 
flesh like a rifle shot. She almost slid 
off his lap, so sudden and forceful 
was the striking hand. 

Victoria had barely had time to 
react when another, louder and even 
harder blow smacked her bottom 
with stinging force. Thousands of 
red-hot sparks seemed to scorch into 
her tender flesh and Victoria cried 
out. For a moment her buttocks 
glowed like burning embers and the 
heat was intense. Frantically Victoria 


silent. My god he was strong! Her 
whole lower body throbbed and 
ached like hell, and her buttocks 
blazed infernally. She had never 
been so helpless to a man's strength 
in her life. If only she could chip the 
granite of his self-control. Wasn't she 
having any effect on him? He didn't 
seem to even care that she was 
completely naked. Surely he couldn't 
be immune to her soft, willing body? 
Most men couldn't keep their hands 
off her. Yes, he was special and 
Victoria realised that she needed 
him... URGENTLY... and NOW. 

She went after him and stopped 
him in the centre of the cabin. Her 
hands went to the lapels of his 
uniform. She had to start the thaw of 
this man's icy reserve. Firmly he took 
the hands away and very deliberately 
placed them by her sides. 

You will do as | have told you, he 
said. ‘Now go back and wait by the 
bed. 

The depth and purpose of his 
voice sent little fingers crawling up 
Victoria's spine. He excited her like 
no other man since Adam Krane. 
Immediately and blindly she obeyed 
him, returning to stand meekly by 
the bed. She would have to wait on 
his pleasure. She was his plaything 
and the understanding of that accel- 
erated her pulse yet again. Perhaps 
this was the game that he always 
played. Perhaps if she went along 
with it the conclusion would be all 
the more satisfying. 

Victoria's eyes widened. From the 
wardrobe opposite the bed he ex- 
tracted a long.slim punishment cane 


He stood impassively before her, 
the crook-ended cane resting on his 
shoulder like some kind of military 
sword. Victoria felt nervous and on 
edge. She knew what her fate would 
be and the dawning came like the 
light — gradually and inevitably. She 
shivered, though not with cold, and 
the prospect of tasting that bitter- 
sweet bite filled her with excited 
trepidation. 

He stepped forward one pace and 
Victoria was aware of his closeness. 
His sheer physical presence intimi- 
dated her and yet... she welcomed 
it. 

‘You realise, of course, that you 
must now pay the price of your 
waywardness. Any further trans- 
gression on your part, Mrs Pountain, 
and you can rest assured that it will 
be your last’ He reached out and 
with one finger lifted Victoria's chin 
so that she had no option but to look 
into the chilling depth of his glacial 
blue eyes. She could not hold them 
with her own and looked away. 

‘Unless | have your assurance that 
this whorish behaviour will stop, 
then | can guarantee with some 
certainty, that Henry will divorce 
you!’ Once again he paused. 

‘Well?’ 

Victoria could not even begin to 
contemplate what life would be like 
if she were divorced. She had in- 
creasingly relied on Henry for every- 
thing. To once more become a 
secretary was unthinkable and 
Victoria inwardly shuddered. The 
answer to his question was simple... 
and no choice existed. 


The punishment soon to be applied to Victoria’s perfect bottom 
would provide the necessary boost of adrenalin... 


twisted and turned to escape the 
searing agony, but the firebrand of 
his palm rekindled her burning flesh 
with even more intensity. For barely 
a second her senses and nerve ends 


and walked slowly towards her. His 
eyes were unsmiling. 

‘Now the moment of reckoning, 
my dear,’ he said. ‘You came here to 
cheat on your husband, didn’t you?’ 


‘You have... you have my... 
assurance...’ The voice was hesitant 
and the spirit unwilling. Victoria did 
not fully understand herself, but she 
did know that assurances were one 
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thing that she wasn't good at keeping. 
She bit her lip. 

Captain Hugh Scullion considered 
her reply and then removed the cane 
from his shoulder. 

‘For the moment let us say that | 
believe you. We must now consider 
your punishment. 

Expectantly, Victoria looked up. 
For some reason the excitement had 
intensified and for a few seconds she 
wondered why. It was him, of course. 
To be punished by the Captain of the 
'Belle Grande', Henry's most loyal 
friend, was exciting. It was almost as 
if she were about to be made love to. 
If only he would . . . She would let 
him. She would make it easy for 
him. 

‘I think that one dozen strokes will 
go some way towards atoning for 
your indiscretions, don't you Mrs 
Pountain?' For the first time his voice 
had lightened. If was asif the decision 
had cleared the sombre atmosphere 
and the punishment soon to be 
applied to Victoria's perfect bottom 
would provide the necessary boost 
of adrenaline that he needed; as 


But there was Captain Hugh 
Scullion and there was the cane! 

For the fourth time the teeth of 
agony severed her contact with. all 
other reality. Her mind became a 
core of searing heat and her bottom 
an untouchable cinder. Victoria 
started to cry. 

Coldly and clinically Hugh Scullion 
applied the fifth stroke. Immediately 
after the bamboo ripped the air a red 
stripe of retribution blazed across 
the centre of her golden buttocks, 
marring their perfection and match- 
ing the four others. 

She was sobbing softly now, her 
fingers opening and closing on the 
sheets. Hugh Scullion paused to 
allow her a momentary respite and 
for the pain to take greater effect. He 
was amazed that so far she had not 
yelled out. She had simply accepted 
his punishment and then absorbed 
it. He could hear only her soft girlish 
whimpering. 

For Victoria the waiting was 
terrible. She burned and ached. 
Please get on with it. Please. 

Just as she started to look around 


with great satisfaction. She would 
never forget this thrashing. 

'Lie still" he commanded. 

EIGHT! 

NINE! 

TEN! 

The eleventh stroke was as per- 
fectly placed as the others. Each 
incandescent weal was less than one 
inch apart and perfectly parallel. 
Captain Scullion had produced a 
masterpiece, inspired by the vision 
of exquisite beauty that confronted 
him. A beauty that was about to 
receive its coup de gráce. 

For the second time in what had 
become a Mediterranean time-warp, 
Victoria sensed that he was making 
her wait. Through tear-streaked eyes 
and with mascara running down her 
flushed and delicate cheeks, she 
risked an apprehensive look behind 
her. For a moment she did not see 
him, only his image in the wardrobe 
mirror. Then it was gone as he moved 
towards her. For a few more seconds 
her eyes remained looking into the 
mirror, transfixed in horror and fas- 
cination on her own bottom. 


Her mind became a core of searing heat and her bottom an 
untouchable cinder. Victoria started to cry. 


much as Victoria needed the chastis- 
ing result. 

He took hold of her arm and 
turned her roughly towards the bed. 

'Place a pillow on the edge of the 
bed and lie face down on your 
tummy. Your knees will be straight 
and your feet on the floor. Now 
go! 

Silently and meekly Victoria 
obeyed. When she was in position 
he placed her feet carefully together 
and stepped back. 

The first lash of the cane against 
Victoria's arched bottom was stun- 
ning, its shock effect intensified by 
the sharp whistling hiss as it cleaved 
the air. 

The breath was driven from be- 
tween her clenched teeth and 
Victoria's fingers dug deeply into the 
cotton sheets. Her bottom quivered 
violently and fire raged through her 
loins. The sudden pain surged like an 
electric shock, charging her entire 
body. Tears welled into her eyes. 

The second stroke was even 
harder and the third worse. 

Now the pain seemed to have 
taken over herwhole existence. There 
was nothing else. No Henry. No 
infidelity. No ‘Belle Grande’. No 
lovers. Nothing. Nothing but flaming 
pain. 
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the sixth stroke lashed into her 
relaxed bottom. For the first time she 
cried aloud. Caught unawares Victoria 
grabbed frantically at her raging 
bottom, her legs scissoring in agony. 

‘Be still, you little whore,’ he said 
menacingly. 

Victoria threw her head down and 
lay still The excitement returned, 
triggered by one little word. A word 
that one of her lovers had always 
used. A word that she loved to hear 
and a word that was always used 
before they had sex. She loved to be 
a sexual whore. She would be his 
sexual whore. Why didn't he take her 
now? She was open and ready for 
him. She wouldn't resist. She needed 
him. How she needed him. 

But Hugh Scullion did not need 
Victoria. Her body meant no more to 
him than the canvas means to a great 
artist He was simply using her body 
to paint the cane strokes of a 
masterpiece. 

He adjusted his stance and the 
cane bounced from the yielding 
bottom with blurring velocity. He felt 
the shock waves ripple along the 
muscles of his arm and saw the 
seventh scarlet stripe materialise in 
less than one second. Again she cried 
out, her brightly scored bottom 
writhing and arching. He watched 


Once again he caught her un- 
awares and Victoria saw and felt the 
final stroke simultaneously. 

The sound of the impact filled the 
cabin for a brief moment of piercing 
intensity. Victoria shrieked as the 
thin cane sliced diagonally across the 
eleven red fingers of pain that held 
her bottom in its agonising grip. The 
two interwoven sounds tore through 
the senses, numbing even Hugh 
Scullion. But the feeling was merely 
fleeting and the Captain stepped 
back to allow Henry's beautiful, 
young and chastised wife to reflect 
on her appalling misbehaviour. She 
had been suitably and efficiently 
admonished. He had succeeded as 
he always did. The girl would think 
twice in future when she met an 
attractive man. And to think that she 
had tried to make HIM a party to the 
deception of his best friend! No, he 
was certain that she now knew her 
place. 

Victoria lay sobbing for fully ten 
minutes, the pain stabbing into her 
tenderised buttocks like a dozen 
innoculations. Perhaps they were. 
Perhaps they were innoculations 
against further adulterous affairs. 
Victoria could not say; she could not 
think of such things. All she could 
think of was the pain and the man 


who had inflicted it. Her thoughts 
added to the self-pity that she felt. 
She wanted this man. This man — no 
other. She truly needed him and the 
control that he had over her. She 
wouldn't rest until she made him 
part of her life. Henry's money didn't 
matter. Nothing mattered except 
Captain Hugh Scullion. 


* * * 


Wearing the silk bikini Victoria scur- 
ried painfully down the narrow pass- 
ageway to the cabin she shared with 


WICKED WAYS 


ks A FEW MOMENTS the figure 
of a girl was silhouetted in the 
moonlight. Clive knew from the round- 
ed bulges that it was a girl, apart from 
the other information he had. 

He controlled his breathing aware 
that his heart was beginning to pump 
faster than was normal. 

The girl slid open the patio window, 
stepped inside the room and noiselessly 
closed the big expanse of glass behind 
her. She flicked a cigarette lighter into 
action and the flare threw the room 
into contrasts of light and shadow. 

She held the lighter up higher as 
she looked around and it lit up her 
features. The intruder was not a great 
beauty but she could definitely be 
labelled ‘attractive’, not the kind of girl 
who would get kicked out of bed. Her 
hair was blonde and curly and it 
lightly brushed the shoulders of her 
denim jacket. 

Still with the lighter aloft, she 
crossed to an antique sideboard. Clive 
had left his expensive gold watch on 
top. It disappeared inside a pocket of 
her jacket. 

As noiselessly as the girl, Clive 
came out of hiding and swiftly fastened 
the patio window. He pressed the 


Henry. She passed Raoul, the hand- 
some young cabin boy without a 
word, remaining with her back to the 
wall in mortification lest should he 
see the red weals which the bikini 
failed to cover. She watched him 
knock on the Captain's door and 
eventually enter. With relief Victoria 
returned to her cabin, Captain Hugh 
Scullion obsessing her thoughts. 

Raoul entered the Captain's cabin 
with a smile. He was aware of the 
reason behind Victoria's hasty re- 
treat and it afforded him some 
amusement. 


by Andrew Grantham 


switch on a table lamp and immedi- 
ately the room was bathed in a pale 
yellow light. 

"What the fu... !' began the startled 
girl. She ran to the door of the room 
and pulled on the handle. 

‘It’s locked,’ stated Clive, but the 
girl had already found out. 

The four letter word that she had 
begun was completed and repeated 
along with a whole string of foul 
obscenities. Clive frowned. Rough as 
the girl was, he didn't like to hear 
females using bad language. 

He reached for the cords alongside 
the window and pulled sharply. The 
thick, heavy velvet curtains slid across 
the nylon track to cover up the 
outside. 

Suddenly, the girl charged towards 
him, head down. At the last moment 
Clive stepped aside and stretched out 
a foot. The blonde shrieked and fell full 
length. He planted a foot in the small 
of her back and despite her efforts, he 
kept her down on the carpet. 

Her legs flailed wildly. The jeans 
were tight and heavily wrinkled at the 
knees. The girl's legs weren't slim but 
Clive knew they would be nicely 
shaped beneath the denim. Her back- 


‘Come in, my dear boy, said 
Captain Scullion. He was wearing 
only shorts. 

Raoul removed the immaculately 
starched jacket and threw it into the 
open wardrobe. He flopped onto the 
double bed and mopped his hand- 
some brow. 

‘Christ Hugh, I’m exhausted" 

Captain Scullion studied him fora 
moment. 

‘Dear Raoul,’ he said, “you're very 
tense. Just relax. We have all night. 
There will be no interruptions, | 
promise.’ @ 


side shook violently. He was pleased 
to see how well it filled out the seat of 
her jeans. 

The girl’s head turned towards him. 
‘Let me up!’ she snarled. 

‘When you ask properly,’ insisted 
Clive. 

Another string of obscenities flowed 
from the girl's lips but eventually she 
grudgingly complied with her captor’s 
order and he let her stand up. 

He watched her put all her weight 
on one foot. The kick was aimed at his 
groin but it was never delivered. He 
caught hold of his assailant's foot, 
twisted her training shoe and the 
surprised blonde crashed to the carpet 
yet again, causing the ornaments in 
the room to shake and rattle. 

The breath left her body for a while 
and it gave the girl a chance to 
appraise her situation. She obviously 
realised that she was no match for the 
tall, fit, early middle-aged man. When 
she was able to, she meekly got to her 
feet. 

She jerked her hand into the pocket 
of her jacket, brought out the watch 
and thrust it at him. 

‘’Ere’s your effin' watch, she said in 
a voice that gave away her London 
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inner city origins. ‘Now let me go!’ 

Clive fastened the watch on his 
wrist. He looked the girl in the eyes. 
They were blue but there was no 
feeling there. A pity really. She wasn't 
a bad looker. 

‘No, | won't let you go, he told her 
quietly. | 

‘Listen ‘ere mate, she snarled. 
‘Holding a person against their will is 
illegal!’ 

'| know the law, young lady, he 
smiled. ‘No doubt you do, too!’ 

‘What do you mean?’ she asked 
aggressively. 

He motioned for her to sit down on 
the big settee. She did so, but she was 
still very much on her guard. He sat 
opposite her in an easy chair. ‘You 
must know the law to keep breaking it 
so often,’ he put to her. 

Her eyes narrowed. ‘What do you 
mean?’ she repeated, but the aggres- 
sion had now turned to defence. 

‘If you didn’t keep breaking the 
law, you wouldn’t be an inmate of the 
place at the bottom of my garden, 
Clive stated coldly. 

Her tongue flicked across her lips. 
‘What makes you think | come from 
Brooklands?’ she asked. 

‘How do you know what it's called 
if you don't come from there?” he 
smiled. 

The girl's nostrils flared. ‘You're a 
smart arse, she muttered, glaring at 
Clive as she did so. 

His own eyes wandered to her 
button-popping bust and down to the 
straining denim of her jeans. 

Brooklands Assessment Centre 
didn't have a uniform as such, but if it 
did have an unofficial one it would 
definitely be faded denim jackets or 
jeans. At least this inmate didn't have a 
punk hairstyle— unlike most of the girls 
who were sent there. Those ones 
looked so ugly. 

Clive gave out an audible sigh. It 
was such a far cry from the days when 
the young girls at Brooklands Remand 
Home had worn battered straw hats 
and faded, worn-thin gymslips. Then, 
they had only been allowed out of the 
gates when accompanied by a cane- 
carrying teacher. With heads hung 
low they had walked the streets in a 
long ‘crocodile’. Passers-by either 
turned their heads away or pointed 
fingers at them. They were sinners to 
be scorned. 

There had been a gap in the fence 
even in those days. As a youngster, 
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Clive had delighted in entering the 
forbidden area and in peering in 
through the windows to watch the girls 
getting the cane. A very strange guilty 
thrill had overwhelmed him whenever 
he had been fortunate enough to eye- 
drop on a caning, and afterwards he 
would never be able to stop thinking 
about what he had seen. Corporal 
punishment had been generously 
meted out at the Brooklands Remand 
Home. It had not taken him long to 
learn at which times of the day canings 
were given to the pitiable inmates, 
with the  regularity literally of 
clockwork. 

Since the institution had become 
an 'Assessment Centre' and the cane 
had been abolished by the Local 
Authority responsible for the place, 
discipline had gone to pot. The large, 
old building now housed a rabble, 
most of whom would spend the rest of 
their lives appearing before the Courts. 
The staff did their best but their hands 
were tied. Without the ‘big stick’ at 
their disposal there was little they 
could do to help them. 

He addressed the girl again. She 
was still very much on her guard — a 
young animal ready to pounce. Clive 
wasn't worried in the slightest: his 
years in the Marines had ensured that 
he could cope with an unruly teenager! 

‘| suppose you thought it a good 
idea to sneak out and break in here. 
The Centre would give you an alibi. 
The police wouldn't find any loot 
because it would be hidden in the 
hollow tree in the garden!’ he put to 
her. 

The girl's mouth opened and closed 
like a goldfish. 'You're an 'effin' clever 
bastard!’ she snarled. 

Clive ignored her remark. "What's 
your name?’ he asked her, sharply. 

The girl paused, her eyes narrow- 
ing as she debated whether or not she 
should tell him. ‘Tracey,’ she said 
eventually. She saw his reaction. 
‘What's so funny?’ she wanted to 
know. 

Clive didn’t tell her why he was 
smiling. He reckoned that most of the 
Brooklands girls were either Tracey, 
Debbie or Karen. A decade ago they 
were Lindas and Hilarys. The ones he 
remembered from his own young days 
were Jeans and Joans, or Jeanette. 

He put his fingers together. ‘Well 
Tracey,’ he said softly. ‘What are we 
going to do with you?” 

‘You'll turn me in, | know it!’ she 


snorted. 

‘What will happen then?’ he asked 
her. 

‘They'll put me away, | expect,’ she 
replied, lowering her blue, long- 
lashed eyes. 

‘And you don't want that, do you? 
It was a statement rather than a 
question. 

‘Course not!’ she retorted. ‘Do you 
know why | don't?’ 

Clive shook his head. ‘’Cos I'll miss 
the regular poke | get off my boy- 
friend. That’s why!’ she exclaimed. 

If she thought Clive would be 
shocked by her disclosure, she was 
wrong. The girls from Brooklands had 
long since ceased to shock him. 

‘Perhaps we can come to some kind 
of an arrangement, Tracey, he said 
slowly. A knowing look suddenly 
crossed the girl’s face. The faintest 
trace of a smile began to form. 

She got up and stood in front of her 
captor with her hands on her hips. ‘| 
know what your game is mate,’ she 
said with a leer. ‘You fellers are all the 
same. You only want one thing!’ 

Clive spread out his hands. ‘All | 
said was...’ he began. 

She sat down unexpectedly on his 
knee. ‘Never mind what you said,’ she 
remarked, poking him in the chest. 
Close up she really was quite attrac- 
tive. Clive thought that with a bit of 
make-up on her face, she could really 
look very pretty indeed. 

‘| know what you mean all right, 
the girl exclaimed, looking him straight 
in the eyes. “You're after a leg-over, 
ain't yew?’ 

‘| never said anything of the sort,’ 
protested Clive. 

‘Don’t play the innocent!’ scoffed 
Tracey. ‘I'll bet you're all worked up 
already!’ 

She moved a hand to his crotch and 
grinned. The bulge indicated the state 
of Clive’s interest in what was going 
on. 

‘It's okay by me, mister,’ she told 
him. ‘I'll let you have your wicked way 
with me — provided you don’t shop 
me. 

‘It’s a deal,’ beamed Clive. 

‘If you go back on your word, mind. 
۲۱۱ smash all your ‘effin’ windows!’ she 
warned him. 

‘There’s no danger of that,’ Clive 
told her. ‘You have my word.’ 

‘Yeah, | trust you,’ Tracey an- 
nounced, getting up from his lap. She 
looked all round the large room. ‘We 


going to do it in ‘ere, are we?' she 
asked. 

Clive nodded and rubbed his 
hands together. ‘Okay Tracey, he 
urged. ‘Let's see what you're made 
of. 

The girl was all smiles now. Things 
were back on her own level. 

She shrugged off her denim jacket 
and turned around, trying to tease 
Clive by not letting him see her charms 
as they were revealed. It looked as if 
her arse had been poured into her 
jeans! 

‘Turn around, sweetheart, asked 
Clive. ‘Let the dog see the rabbit 

The blonde did as she was told. She 
seemed to be enjoying herself as she 
released the straining buttons of her 
white cotton top. Clive could see that 
the buttonholes were very much en- 
larged with the constant pressure on 
them. The top came off. Her arms and 
shoulders were milky-white, firm- 
tleshed and unblemished. 

‘Get ready to catch my tits!’ she 
grinned. 

Clive laughed. ‘You weren't hiding 
behind the door when tits were given 
out, were you love?’ he remarked. 

‘I've certainly got more than my fair 
share, ain't 12” she chuckled. She 
looked at him and winked as she 
reached behind her to set them free. 
Plenty for you to hold onto. Or get 
your teeth into!’ 

He really did think they were going 
to fall into his lap. Her big weighty 
boobs seemed to point in different 
directions. Her waist was a little bit on 
the thick side, but Clive knew she had 
quite a bit of meat on her arse below 
that waist. 

Next, the tight jeans split apart 
revealing a pair of knicks filled to 
overtlowing. 

Tracey sat down and raised her 
legs in the air. Without a word Clive 
unfastened the shabby trainers, pulled 
them off and then tugged at the so- 
tight jeans. 

She lifted herself up as he slid them 
off her chunky legs and tossed them on 
top of her other discarded clothes. 

"Where do you want me?” the girl 
asked lazily. 

‘| haven't decided yet,’ Clive re- 
plied truthfully. ‘Get your panties off 
while I’m thinking about it.’ 

She stood up, her breasts shudder- 
ing and started to remove the final 
piece of clothing — apart from white, 
woolly ankle socks. 


Her knickers turned inside-out as 
they were peeled down to reveal 
pubic curls almost as light in colour as 
the untidy curls on her head. 

‘C'mon then,’ she urged Clive. “Let's 
see what you’ve got!’ 

He reached underneath his chair 
and then stood up. It took a moment or 
two for the girl to realise he was 
holding a length of shiny yellow cane 
in his right hand. ‘This is what I’ve got 
tor you,’ he smiled grimly. 

‘’Erel’ cried Tracey. ‘Where did that 
come from? What do you think you're 
going to do with that thing?” 

Clive ignored the first question but 
answered the second. ‘I'm going to 
give you a good hiding with it,’ he told 
her. ‘Something that should have 
happened to you even long before you 
came to Brooklands!' 

Still not fully comprehending the 
situation, she put her hands on her 
hips. ‘Are you kinky or somefink?' she 
exclaimed. 

‘Punishing wayward girls isn't 
kinky,’ he said crisply. To emphasise his 
point he flicked the cane across the 
side of a sturdy, well-rounded thigh. 

"Ere! That ‘urt!’ she protested, 
dropping her arm to her side. 

Clive didn't enlighten her that pain 
from full-blooded cuts of his bendy 
beauty would be infinitely worse than 
the little tap she had received. 

Tracey pointed a finger at him. 'If 
you fink l'm going to let you use that 
stick on me arse, you've got another 
fink coming, mate!’ 

You said if...’ he began. 

Tracey held up a hand to stop him. 
۱ know what | said, mister. But | didn't 
mean | was going to let you give me a 
beatin’!’ 

He shrugged his shoulders. ‘Suit 
yourself,’ he sighed. ‘I'll shop you then, 
to use your own parlance.’ 

Her face whitened and she swal- 
lowed hard. Clive knew she was 
weakening. 

Its ‘effin’ 
shrieked. 

‘It’s nothing of the sort!’ snapped 
Clive, eager to get to work on her 
body.’ You've got a free choice. 

‘Free my arse!’ she shouted. 

‘As we are discussing that part of 
your body, said Clive with a slight 
smile. ‘Are you going to let me have my 
wicked way with this cane, or not?’ 

‘Why couldn't you be sätisfied with 
an ‘effin’ leg-over?’ sulked the blonde. 
Clive knew then that he had won her 


blackmail" she 


over. 

There were a few moments' silence 
as they stared each other out. 

‘Okay then,’ she grudgingly con- 
descended. ‘Have your fun!’ 

His heart leaped at the knowledge 
that the attractive, shapely teenage 
law breaker was at his tender mercy. 

‘Go and stand under the ceiling 
light!’ he told her. 

As she walked sullenly across the 
room, Clive observed how her arse 
generous nates rose and fell alternately 
from side to side. He moved to the light 
switch and the bright overhead light 
illuminated the girl in all her naked 
glory as she waited, whitelimbed 
and blonde-haired, for the next 
instruction. 

‘Bend over and touch your toes!' he 
told her. 

There was a. momentary hesitation 
before she eventually turned around 
and bent over. Her large tits hung 
down and pointed at the floor. 

‘Before | give you the cane, he 
announced crisply, ‘I’m going to give 
you a blitzing good spanking. You're 
too big to go over my knee so ۲۱۱ do it 
standing up.’ 

He expected a protest but there 
was none. ‘Hurry up mister, for Gawd's 
sake!" was all she said. 

Clive put the cane down on the 
carpet and looked at the offered 
target. Her arse was a CP devotee's 
paradise. Tracey's oval-shaped but- 
tocks were plump and obviously 
resilient. 

Without further ado, he laid into 
them with the palm of his right hand. 
The sound of the slap filled the room. 
He started to rain the blows on the 
wobbling cheeks — first on one and 
then on the other. Hard. Very hard 
indeed. 

He noisily spanked her until his 
hand was tingling hot and he needed 
to stop. Tracey gave out a few 'oohs' 
and 'ahs' but she held her ground. 
Panting just ever so slightly she turned 
her head as he finished, her beetroot 
bum still high in the air. 

‘Is that it? she asked, trying to 
sound nonchalent. Clive knew how- 
ever that her arse would be stinging 
like mad but Tracey was too tough to 
let him see it. He knew too that she 
wouldn't be so tough after a few 
stingers from the cane. 

‘That was only the warm-up, Clive 
told her, noticing a look of fear in her 
eyes for the first time. He put both his 
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hands on her red bum. It was burning 
hot. The cane would begin to hurt her 
immediately it struck, tough and hard 
though she might be. 

‘| suggest you lean forward with 
your hands on your knees and your 
legs apart, he advised her. 

Tracey took his advice and shifted 
her position. ‘Got a good eyeful have 
you?' she taunted, deliberately expos- 
ing herself as much as possible. 

She gave out a laugh. Clive 
ignored her. She wouldn't be laughing 
for very much longer. 

He picked up the cane and got into 
position. He didn't need to find his 
range by touching her proffered 
cheeks with the rod. Clive knew 
exactly where to stand. 

There was a faint swoosh in the air 
and Tracey felt the cane across her 
backside for the first time in her young 
life. 

CRACK! 

She gave a yelp. That pleased 
Clive. He wasn't going to go light on 
the girl. She was really going to get it. 
Just as all those young girls had got it 
when Brooklands was a strict Remand 
Home and not a pathetically soft, do- 
gooder Assessment Centre. 

This could be the turning point in 
her whole life. Clive hoped it would be. 
Better late than never! 

The cane whipped down into her 
bottom a second time, hard and 
mercilessly. Again she yelped, a higher 
pitch this time. 

Clive waited for the hurt to subside 
before the telltale swish told Tracey 
that further searing pain was just a 
second away. 

'Ow-weel' she cried out, her but- 
tocks jerking about madly. ‘That's 
enough, mister!’ 

'Oh no it isn't/ said Clive sternly. 
There's plenty more where that came 
from!’ 

He thrashed down again, the cane 
embedding itself in the tender flesh 
before springing back. So far, the four 
strokes covered a band only some two 
inches wide. Clive was not just a 
marksman with a rifle! 

The delinquent girl was however 
standing up to the punishment quite 
well, but she somehow sensed that 
there was still a long session ahead of 
her. And clearly, her bottom was 
stinging like hell! 

‘How many bleedin’ more?’ she 
moaned. 

‘As many as | want,’ he told her 


28 


sharply. 

‘What kind of a friggin’ answer is 
that?’ she cried out. She was not clever 
enough to realise that she should not 
try and get the last word — not with a 
bare arse and a strong man with a 
cane in his hand! 

Clive's answer to Tracey's outburst 
was sudden. He landed the cane 
diagonally across the existing four red 
stripes to produce a ‘five-barred gate’ 
effect. It looked quite pretty really, but 
it was agonisingly painful! 

Tracey screeched out at the top of 
her voice. She straightened up like a 
jack-knife and rubbed her bottom. Her 
breasts bounced about delightfully, 
much to Clive’s amusement. Her pubic 
nest also came in for his scrutiny. 

You're a bastard!’ she cried. 

Clive's eyebrows arched. He wasn't 
having that! He lunged forward, 
caught hold of the girl's arm and 
jerked it up her back. 

Tracey was unable to move — 
unable to avoid the rain of harsh 
whipping strokes to the sides and the 
backs of her fleshy thighs. 

‘lm sorry! I’m sorry!’ she wailed. 

When Clive let go of her she was 
crying openly — probably the first time 
she had shed tears for many a year. 

'Can | go now please mister?' she 
begged, wiping her eyes. 'l'm sorry. 
Honest | am! 

‘I've no doubt you are sorry, 
Tracey, he told her calmly. ‘However, | 
think you are sorry you got caught and 
sorry you are getting punished, rather 
than being sorry for the wrongs you 
have done. Bend over again!’ 

'| wish l'd never found out about 
that hole in the fence, she sniffled, 
knowing that she was not going to be 
set free yet awhile. She resumed her 
position and Clive readied himself for 
another session of painful, arse- 
scorching, corrective therapy. 

He eyed her corrugated bottom 
and selected an unmarked area, still 
pink and glowing from the hand- 
hammering he had administered 
earlier. How those cane welts must 
sting, he thought. 

CRACK! 

THWACK! 

Two, strokes in quick succession 
made one screeching yelp run into 
another longer one. Tracey rolled her 
hips back and forth and begged for 
him to stop. 

Clive wasn't a cruel man but he 
reckoned that she was still capable of 


taking a few more strokes. 

He delivered two more heavy cuts 
to her frantically cavorting behind 
before deciding that Tracey might, just 
possibly, have learned her lesson. 

The blonde stayed put for some 
time after Clive had set down the cane. 
Then she straightened up painfully 
and blinked away the tears. 

‘’Erel’ she cried as she stared at the 
naked figure of the man whose house 
she had set out to rob. "What are you 
up to? 

Clive advanced on her. ‘In return 
for my promise not to shop you, he 
reminded her, ‘you promised me | 
could have my wicked way with you. 
Now Tracey,’ he smiled. ‘I’m going to 
be really wicked...’ 


X * * 


THE FOLLOWING MORNING Clive 
poured out a cup of tea for his guest. 
The woman, mature but attractive and 
well dressed, thanked him and raised 
the cup to her lips. She took a sip 
before setting down on a small table 
alongside her. 

'How's Tracey this morning?” he 
asked. 

‘Very quiet and very docile,’ was 
the answer. 'She's going to get a good 
report. The Court will probably be very 
lenient with her.' She began to chuckle. 
'| caught sight of her bottom whilst she 
was in the shower. You certainly did a 
good job on her!’ 

‘Thank you Jeanette, he smiled. ‘| 
put my expertise down to years of 


practice. 
The woman picked up her cup and 
saucer again. ‘| do hope she has 


reformed at long last,’ she sighed. ‘The 
cane certainly taught me a lesson. 
Who would have thought when you 
used to peer in through the windows 
that the horrible girl with the pigtails 
would one day return to Brooklands in 
charge of it all?’ 

Before Jeanette left she told him 
about a new arrival, a pretty but 
unruly brunette called Debbie who 
was deserving of more punishment 
than Brooklands could deliver. 

Clive smiled. Poor unsuspecting 
Debbie would be quietly informed 
about the hole in the fence, the hollow 
tree, the house with the unlocked patio 
window. 

He would be waiting patiently for 
the phone to ring. The ever-watchful 
Jeanette would tell him when she was 
on her way! © 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 12 


‘the Headmistress turned to her desk. 
Kathleen buried her hurting hands under 
her armpits and squeezed tightly. Miss 
Forshaw had been really sneaky putting 
that ruler across her palms like that. 

Busily writing in the punishment book, 
Miss Forshaw did not notice Kathleen's 
reaction and she was blissfully unaware 
of the girl's distress. Had she realised, 
then Kathleen s future punishments 
‘Would certainly have included several 
hand-stingers at each session. 

The young hooligan blew fiercely on 
her hands to cool them down as she 
waited for her bottom to become the 
target for that rather awful plastic imp- 
lement. : 

Not for Kathleen Sands the privilege 
.of a chair for support whilst she was 
being thrashed. She had to bend over. 

Touch your toes! thundered Miss 
Forshaw. ‘Properly, girl. | want to see 
that bottom of yours stuck well up in the 
air. 

The Headmistress was well aware that 
her high state of anger over the 
swearing incident would only be abated 
by the sight of the culprit's ravaged arse. 


It seemed that the Sands girl never 
learned from the hidings she frequently 
received. Miss Forshaw, however, was 
determined to keep on with the lessons. 
Sooner or later, the girl must crack and 
break down! _ 

Kathleen touched her toes. Miss 
Forshaw raised her skirt. and then down 
sailed the regulation navy-blue knickers. 

The beautiful expanse of bare white 
bottom seemed to be made especially to 
be punished. Miss Forshaw admired the 
opulently rounded, firm-fleshed magnifi- 
cent buttocks she had at her not so 
tender mercy. Then she gripped hold of 
the hem of the girl's skirt which was 
halfway up her back and lifted the long 
ruler up to the level of her shoulders. 

There was a loud, splatting retort as 
the 2'-wide strip of plastic flattened 
Kathleen's buttocks. The girl exhaled 
loudly and Miss Forshaw looked particu- 
larly pleased at the rapidly reddening 
bum she had just struck. It was the first 
time she had used the plastic ruler on 
anyone. What better-guinea pig for it 
than Kathleen Sands? 

Eagerly, Miss Forshaw brought down . 
the new weapon in her armoury. 

SPLATT! 

The curves of the girl's bottom flatten- 
ed and quivered at the sudden sharp im- 
pact, but Kathleen maintained her stance 
again. 

The third stroke was the hardest of 
the three. The loud slap of plastic on 
flesh. echoed around the study. The girl's 
bum cheeks flattened before springing 
back to their full roundness, now with 
another bright red stripe. 

‘Ouch!’ Kathleen just had to cry out 
after that one! 

'Keep still snapped the Headmistress 
as the buttocks began to wriggle slightly. 

SERLAPP! 

Ay-yee-yagh! groaned the girl. She 
shook her head furiously from side to 
side and her mouth greedily sucked in 
air. 

The last two strokes of the six were a 
riot of stinging sensation. Kathleen felt 
like she was being turned inside out. It 
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was the best, or worst, beating she had 
ever had at the hands of Miss Forshaw. 
The long plastic ruler really did smart fer- 
ociously. 

‘Is that it then, Miss?’ she asked as 


the basting sting slowly began to ebb 


away. 
|t is, for this time, young lady! 
retorted the Headmistress. 

Kathleen stood up. Even the eight 
strokes she had received on her hands 
and her bottom did not prevent her from 
coming out with another of her insubor- 
dinate remarks. 

|t didnt really hurt, anyway, she 
sniffed. 

Her insolence infuriated Miss Forshaw. 

‘Stay there!' she hissed. ‘You are going 
to get another couple for your cheek. 
Stand where you are!’ 

Kathleen sighed and kept her skirt 
clear of her bottom. 

SMACKI 

0006171۱ 

Kathleen's knees buckled but there 
was still not a tear in sight. 

The contrast between Alicia and 
Katnleen puzzled Miss Forshaw. The 
black girl would have been screaming 
the place down by now. 

The Headmistress put every ounce of 
her energy into the final swipe. It was 
the supreme expression of her angry 
frustration with this perpetual badmouth. 
The tough ruler seemed to be in danger 
of snapping in two as it slashed into 
Kathleen's well marked, scarlet bum. 

‘Yaa-ahhh!!" let out Kathleen. 

Her knickers, entangled around her feet, 
prevented her from performing a little 
dance on the carpet but she leaped in 
the air with the shock of it. 

The beating over and with Kathleen 
breathing hard, but still dry-eyed, Miss 
Forshaw examined the devastation. The 
girl's welted buttock cheeks were a sorry 
sight. Surely the pain had been absolu- 
tely horrendous and young Miss Sands 
would experience grave discomfort for 
some time! 

The Headmistress turned away. 
Kathleen watched her retreat behind her 
desk. She rubbed her throbbing and smart- 
ing arse with her hands. Her bum felt so hot 
to her touch! Miss Forshaw did not see the 
expression of some kind of perverse glee or 
excitement on the girl's face. 

| hope this new instrument | now 
have at my disposal has taught you a les- 
son, said Miss Forshaw grimly, staring at 
the girl with her cold eyes. “Let it be a 
warning, not only to yourself, but also to 
any other hooligans we may be harbor- 
ing in this school!’ 

Kathleen was dismissed and she left 
the study with a big cheeky grin on her 
pretty face. She hadn't been stopped 
from going to Scotland after all! She was 
glad about that. 

Miss Forshaw obviously wouldn't take 
her canes or plastic ruler with her on the 
trip, but there was bound to be a tawse 


or two lying around in a Scottish schooll 


A pity about Alicia - she would miss 
all the fun! © 
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by Simon Maxwell 


The gentle tap on the Physics Lab door 
broke my reverie; | had gone there after 
lunch on Monday with every intention 
of marking some Form IV books and 
checking through the Exeat log for 
Miss Strickland, who wanted to layon a 
visit to an RSC production of As You 
Like ۱۲ as a treat for any girl who hadn't 
had an exeat that term. The log, covered 
in appallingly orangy wallpaper by the 
Head, lay unopened on the bench. 

Tap, tap again; no doubt it was a 
spotty Junior about to utter the stan- 
dard ‘Please Sir, the prep... I don't know 
where to start...’ My life, as one of only 
four males on the staff of a girls’ 
boarding school in the wilds of East 
Yorkshire, certainly had its compen- 
sations, but an awful lot of it was spent 
dealing with the less attractive features 
of the female psyche. 

‘Come in, | called in my usual long- 
suffering voice, not looking over my 
shoulder at the door. When | did so ten 
seconds later, and saw who it was, 
about half-a-dozen links suddenly fell 
into a chain, like the connections on a 
Worcester Circuit Board, with the 
same illuminating result. Standing in 
the doorway in a way which contrasted 
markedly with her usual arrogant self 
was Louise McKeown, the Head Girl, 
her perfect white teeth biting anxiously 
upon her lower lip and her big brown 
eyes wider open than ld ever seen 
them. 

As my mind realised why she had 
come, | still had spare microseconds of 
brain time to think how beautifully she 
was dressed (expensive dark kilt and 
white shawl-collar sweater), and to 
regret, if only marginally, Miss 
Strickland’s decision four years ago to 
permit our Sixth Formers to wear 
‘home clothes’ in place of the cream- 
and-brown uniform with knee-socks 
worn by their juniors. 

Louise, having won just about every 
lottery of life in that she was clever, 
astonishingly pretty and had wealthy 
parents, had enjoyed since puberty a 
long line of boyfriends. Their attentions 
were mostly confined to the holidays, 
but on occasion they were paraded at 
school for Summer Balls, Theatre Group 
productions and so on. All this was very 
strictly chaperoned; some of the Staff 
even suspected that girls’ letters were 
steamed open by Miss S. to check illicit 
and unseemly conduct. Exeats for week- 


ends were sometimes allowed, when 
parents were in the area, for example, 
or for other good reason. 

Louise's current lover (a term used 
by Form VI] was Dominic Somethi Mr 
or-Other, a Lieutenant stationed g X 


EN 


miles away at York. His regimenj Na 


(of course) a cavalry regiment, hj fcar: 3 
white Porsche 944, and | sug fos se يع‎ 
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the Lab, concerned that Exeat log à a eg 


the events of last weekend ..... 

The previous Saturday evening | had 
taken Elspeth, the widow of an old 
friend, to a most enjoyable BMA Dinner 
Dance at the Havelock Arms Hotel, a 
fairly impressive three-star affair about 
eight miles from School. So carried 
away had | been by the proximity of 
Elspeth and the possibility, however 
remote, of her yielding at last to my 
entreaties to give a poor bachelor 
schoolmaster a bed for the night, that | 
had had far too many after dinner 
brandies, so many in truth that Elspeth 
had the sense to bundle me into the 
passenger seat of my old Escort and 
drive me stylishly back to my small 
house in the south-east corner of the 
school grounds. | remembered little 
except her promising to come back 
with the car next day. But . . . my 
subconscious mind HAD photographed 
something: a white Porsche with a thin 
red stripe down the side in the 
Havelock's car park — moreover, in the 
region expressly reserved for residents. 
It was unmistakably Dominic's. That 
observation was now brought into 
sharp focus, along with the thought 
that Louise must have watched me 
walk over to the Lab carrying that 
Exeat log upon which her eyes were 
now fixed. | waited patiently for what | 
was 100% sure would now follow: | was 
right. 

‘Mr Maxwell, |, er, ۱, . . . last Saturday, 
.. Well, Sir, | realise l've been so foolish 

. | mean, presumably you've read the 
log and...’ Her Head Girl's confident 
tone had completely gone by now. 

‘Of course | have, | lied sternly, ‘and a 
very difficult position it's put me in, 
Louise. She blinked twice, and | saw 
again what beautiful eyes she had. As | 
spoke | rapidly found the entry for last 
Saturday: ‘Louise McKeown: overnight 


exeat to visit ailing Grandmother in 
Lincoln. 


| looked at her steadily, trying to 
control my voice and said, ‘You realise 
that I'll either have to tell Miss 
Strickland immediately or write to your 
father about this matter? | hope I’m not 
too middle-aged to start giving you 
some hypocritical moral views, Louise, 
but you have, after all, lied.' 

Sir, please, please don't tell them! 
Miss Strickland would sack me straight 
off and dish my chances of Medical 
School, and Daddy would, well he'd go 
absolutely berserk.' 

| take it that you don't deny that you 
spent the night with Dominic? How 
long have you been sleeping with him?' 

Oh, since Christmas, Sir, and, well, 
last weekend was special; you see he's 
been posted to Germany...’ She looked 
so sweet and appealing at that moment 
that | longed to comfort and caress her. 
| fought down the urge: there are other 
pleasures. 

Well, Miss Head Girl, which is it to 
be? If | suppress this business, sooner 
or later it'll come out and put me in an 
impossible position.' 

Couldn't you, er, deal with me your- 
self ? My spirits began to soar. 

Deal with you, Louise? How do you 
suggest? It’s hardly a matter for two 
hundred lines, is it?’ 

'No Sir. Of course not. But some- 
times Daddy has had to punish me. 
With his strap, | mean. You've worked in 
boys' schools - couldn't you beat me for 
this, like they do boys?' 

| dared not try to speak. 

Please Sir, couldn't you do that? I'd 
be so grateful.’ 

Well girl, unlike your clan from 
North of the Border, | don't happen to 
have a tawse to hand. 
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But there are plenty of metre rules 
here, Sir, and you know you're always 
flexing them in front of Physics classes; 
I've often thought... please Mr Maxwell?’ 

All right, Louise, lets get this 
straight: youll accept my mode of 
corporal punishment here and now and 
you and | will forget what happened on 
Saturday. 

Oh, Sir, thank you" 

You wouldn't believe it but her face 
actually beamed with pleasure, and 
before | had returned from locking the 
Lab door she was unfastening her kilt 
and sliding it (too rapidly] down her 
lovely legs. | was totally astonished to 
see revealed a pair of lilac lace French 


knickers and a matching suspender 
belt tightly tethered to a pair of stock- 
ings. None of that came from M&S you 
could bet. How could | have failed to 
detect that she wasn't a wearer of 
tights during all those long practical 
afternoons doing Physics? | made a 


.note to have my spectacle prescription 


re-assessed. 

She looked shyly over her shoulder 
and asked in a thick strange voice, | 
suppose it'll be on the bare, like Daddy 
does it?’ 

Yes, Louise, l'm afraid it will. 

Her thumbs went to the waistband 
of her knickers and down they came, 
clicking slightly on a suspender 


button. 

‘Just leave them at your knees, girl. 
Now get over that bench and nola the 
other side. 

She obeyed instantly, and ba won- 
derful bottom was displayed in the 
classic manner, framed by those half- 
off knickers and her tight back sus- 
penders cutting into it. | delayed getting 
the metre rule far too long, but finally | 
took one from the rack, whooshed it 
through the air and paused at her 
plaintive question: 

‘How many, Sir?’ 

‘Six, of course. Now stick your bot- 
tom up higher and let's hear you say 
that you understand what you're being 
punished for. 

‘Because I've been a naughty girl. 

‘No, Louise, because you've lied dis- 
gracefully and broken the School Rules. 

‘Oh yes, Sir, | have. Please whack me 
now and get it over with. 

‘Say it, Louise. 

‘ve behaved disgracefully and | 


‘, deserve to have my bottom beaten.’ 


| raised the rule and splatted it down 
on the dead-centre of her cheeks. 

OUUFF' she gasped. 

Quite deliberately | lifted it again and 
Srought it down just below the first 
^. Stroke. 

‘OOORRRAH, Sir, please, not so 
hard!" 

Her delectable bum was rosy red 
already. She must have had this sort of 
thing before to be able to resist clutch- 
ing at her burning rear. 

Whoosh! 

'AARRARR? followed the third, and 
simultaneously her knicks slid languor- 
ously down her legs and lay in a 
crumpled heap around her shoes. 

Whooooot! | put all my strength into 
the stroke. 

‘OUCHHH! Sir. Please no more Sir, 
please! At last her hands flew to her 
scorching buttocks, rubbing vigorously 
as only a schoolgirl can. 

My pity overwhelmed my pleasure. 
‘Get up, girl. Her eyelashes were wet 
and the eyes screwed up now. TIl spare 
you two. Get dressed now and put this 
back in the rack. 

The knickers came up rather more 
slowly than they had descended, the kilt 
was donned and Louise was nearly 
master of herself again. 

‘I've never used a rule before, Louise; 
you'd better come to my house about. 
5pm and we'll see if you'll live.’ | 


But Mr Maxwell, its the Hockey 


Trial. That doesn't finish until 5. i 
Very well. Come straight to me as 
you leave the pitch. 


The afternoon was endless. Form Ill 


couldn't understand why | let them 


chatter to a degree never before per- | 
mitted, and the O-Level group were {I 


hope] amazed to see me let a simple 
arithmetical mistake be followed by two 


blackboards of work before | realised . 
what l'd'done. At last it was 4.50pm, | - 


was in my living room snugly curtained - 


against the winter afternoon and the = 
coal fire was beginning to make the 
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place look cheerful. 

At 5 exactly the door opened and 
Louise stood there, a picture of English 
girihood: the school had recently bene- 
fited from the largesse of one of the 
Governors, Colonel Prescod, who had 
paid for a new hockey strip for the 
Eleven. This paragon of rectitude, and 
enviable taste, had suggested yellow 
blouses, brown-and-yellow hooped 
socks and dark brown pleated skirts, 
adding in his own words, ‘etc’. 

This then was the kit that Louise was 
now wearing and believe me, any man 
who has no surge of blood at the sight 
of a gorgeous 18-year-old thus attired 
is unwell. | motioned her to sit beside 


.me on the sofa, noticing that she did so 


rather gingerly. 

‘Still sore, Louise?’ 

|t is rather, Sir’. 

Slowly | drew her across my knees, 
the little pleated skirt rising inevitably 
to display the delectable dark brown 
knickers, a process which | assisted by 
folding back the skirt until it was 
around her waist. The sight was, to say 
the least, stirring. Delicately | ran my 
hand over the smooth cotton, and she 
twitched involuntarily. For some 
minutes | just drank in the pleasure of 
those heavenly knicks until, inevitably, 
my fingers began to ease them down. 
Louise lifted her hips a little to help the 
process, and there was revealed her 
perfect bum, still reddened and bruised 
by the punishment she had earlier 
received. 

| reached to the table where | had 
thoughtfully placed a bottle of baby 
lotion, and oh-so-carefully shook a few 
drops of the cold liquid onto her bottom. 
She jerked up at their touch, but settled 
as soon as | began to rub the soothing 
lotion into the redness. | don’t know how 
long this went on or where my slippery 
hands strayed, | was really lost to the 
world, but suddenly she shuddered 
violently, stood up and dragged up her 
hockey knickers, saying Thank you so 
much, Sir, that made such a difference, 
and was gone. 

| thought deeply and often about 
these events for the rest of that term, 
and, determined not to be so ill-equipped 
should any such opportunity recur in 
future, made a point of visiting Soho 
during the Easter Hols, where | was, 
after some deliberation, able to pur- 
chase a long whippy cane. The shop 
manager straightfacedly assured me 
that it was eminently suitable for 
‘Senior Girls’, and wrapped it up in such 
a devious manner that none of my 
fellow passengers on the train journey 
home could possibly have suspected 
what was contained in the parcel on my 
lap. Once back at school, | concealed it 
in a little-used cupboard in the hall of 
my house, resigning myself to the 
possibility of it getting an airing as 
being remote, | couldn't resist a few 
trial strokes, though, and was thrilled 
by both the feel and sound of the 
traditional implement! 

` Two weeks into the Summer Term 
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| had an astonishing interview with 
Louise. She came to see me ostensibly 
to talk over her worries about getting 
the necessary ABB Grades for her 
Medical School, but after ten minutes it 
was obvious that something else was 
on her mind. 

. Mr Maxwell, you know what hap- 
pened last term, when | was naughty, | 
mean, when | let the School down?’ 

Yes, | replied, my voice making a 
peculiar croak. 

Well, | was wondering . . . You see 
Dominic’s got two weeks in England to 
goon a course at Catterick, and, er, well, 
do you think there's any possibility at all 
that, well, if | was naughty again in the 
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same way | could sort of pay for my sins 
like | did last time? It could be in 
advance if you like, Sir. 

She looked me straight in the eyes 
and seemed to emphasize that last 
word, ‘Sir’ — in a way that made all my 
skin prickle and gave me a bump in the 
pit of the stomach. | knew | had to take a 
firm line with this, but a friendly one. 

That's rather an Alice in Wonderland 
view of crime and punishment, isn't it? 
And anyway, wouldn't the arrangement 
amount to bribery, besides perhaps 
spoiling your enjoyment of the evening's 
pleasures?' 

She blushed, looked down at the 
carpet, her hands together and her 


expensive leather shoes pointing 
slightly pigeon-toed. | thought once 
again: this girl is so pretty, it almost 
hurts to look at her. 

But one thing | will do, Louise, | 
continued, ‘is to set out the scale of 
charges: shall we say one stroke for 
each occurrence of "naughtiness" 
during the weekend?' She nodded her 
agreement so readily that | rued not 
adding some other interesting con- 
ditions. Then she was gone. 

The weekend dawdled past: | went to 
Elspeth's for drinks on Saturday evening 
and found a houseful there, had Sunday 
lunch by invitation with Miss Strickland 
and talked over the prospects of this 
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year's A-Level girls, but all the time my 
fantasies were running riot. What 
would the count be by now? How 
should | arrange her for her punish- 
ment? Dare | produce the cane she’d 
not yet seen? On the way back to my 
house | checked the Exeat log: Grand- 


mother in Lincoln seemed to be just as 


ill. | resolved to send her flowers. 
5 nt ni 


Monday morning and Louise was back 
in class giving her wide-eyed attention 
to my pearls of wisdom about the 
Photoelectric Effect and the Quantum 
Theory. Today she was demurely 


dressed in a slim grey skirt and a 
burgundy sweater, the lily being gilded 
by a fine gold necklace and two tiny 
matching earrings. Short of throwing 
some apparatus to the floor | couldn't 
see under the bench to detect the 
presence or otherwise of her suspen- 
ders, but my imagination was almost as 
good. 

The lesson ended and they filed out, 
murmuring their automatic Thank you, 
Sir's that theyd been taught to say 
since being in Prep A. Louise was last: 
‘Five o'clock as before, Mr Maxwell? 
was all she whispered. 

| had thought long about the scene of 
Louise's caning: it would be psychologi- 
cally wise to use the same living room, 
but it was on the ground floor, and 
drawing the curtains in May wasnt 
quite as unnoticeable as doing so in 
February. What the hell, | thought: 
having some inquisitive schoolgiris 
wondering why they were drawn was a 
damn sight better than their being able 
to see the events | had planned taking 
place. 

Louise was ten minutes late, suffici- 
ent to turn my nervousness to anger. 
Well?’ 

‘Sorry Mr Maxwell, Miss Strickland 
was asking me about Grandmother. 
But | did run. 

This was clearly apparent from the 
delightful heaving of her breasts. |. 
addressed myself with sternness to the 
task in hand: 'Go to my hall cupboard 
and bring me what you find hanging 
inside. 

She returned in moments, holding 
the cane before her in two out- 
stretched hands. ‘Oh Sir, this looks even 
more painful than the ruler. 

|t is, Louise, but we had a bargain. If 
you wish to break your word we can 
always revert to the other alternatives. 

‘Oh no Sir, it's just that, well, I've 
never had the cane before, and it would 
be...' she blushed again È... four 
strokes I'm afraid. 

What followed will remain forever 
imprinted in my memory. Louise once 
again removed her skirt without 
prompting to reveal a black lacy sus- 
pender belt and the tiniest black G- 
string l'd ever seen. To be honest there 
was absolutely no need to ask for its 
removal for the caning, but | thought 
the principle important, so down it 
came. | led her gently and unpro- 
testingly to the middle of the room and 
slowly and with no order from me she 
reached down and grasped her ankles, 
standing with her feet apart and her 
legs as straight as rulers. She looked at 
me under her arm as | walked over to 
the table and picked up the cane. Her 
peachy bum gave a shiver as | ranged 
the rod across its lovely slender but 
curvaceous whiteness, truly the pretti- 
est buttocks | could ever have imagined. 

'DOOFFF" The first crack of the 
cane was marginally too high, but she 
took it well. The livid line of red was 
developed before my arm had gone up 


for the second. ba 
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Thwick!...' DOOWWWW! That was 
better, dead centre. | had not held back, 
but laid the stroke on with very nearly 
the full force of my arm. The cane was 
so much more satisfying than the 
metre rule - for me anyway! 

Twikk! . . . 'OH OH OH SIR" | had 
slightly crossed the first red weal; she 
shot upright rubbing furiously at the 
lines of agony crossing her peerless 
young bottom. 

‘Come on, Louise, down you go for the 
last one. Be a brave girl. 

Louise forced herself down, snivel- 
ling with the consuming pain in her 
bottom and dreading one more stroke 
of purgatory. 

Cruelly, | made her wait for it, 
drinking in the delights of that tram- 
lined bum. As if pleasing me to the 
utmost would get it over, she straight- 
ened her legs and bent down even 
further so that her fingers grasped the 
undersides of her high-heeled shoes. 
Her wonderful bottom was now higher 
than ever, and was perfectly displayed. 
Yet | could hardly fail to notice that she 
was unable now to keep quite as still as 
she had before her caning commenced. 

‘Please Sir... I'm ready now...’ she 
whispered. 

The last stroke whipped in and 
Swept across her with a tremendous 
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 THWACK! and caught her at the point 


of greatest fullness of her pretty bot- 
tom. lt was a most virile stroke, de- 
livered without the faintest trace of 
mercy. HUUU..HUU... HUUU! was 
the only sound that came from the 
girl. 

I sat down on the sofa and watched 
the frantic rubbing and girlish weeping 
for a moment, then offered her the 
Baby Lotion. Wordlessly she came and 
lay across my lap, kicking off the tiny, 
silly knickers as she did so. The soothing 
of her scorched and blazing bum took 
far longer than its caning had done, and 
this time there were two occasions on 
which she gasped and panted, wriggled 
and moaned and then was still. Once, | 
distinctly heard her whimper, 'Oh, it 
stings - it really stings! This was as she 
was squirming at full tilt. 

When at last she came to leave l just 
sat and watched as she tidied herself 
up, primped a little in the mirror, and 
then, stooping to pick the cane from the 
carpet, carried it back to the hall. In a 
moment the front door closed and she 
was gone. | sat on, finally pouring myself 
a very large whisky. 

| saw little of Louise in the closing 
weeks of that term, except when she 
appeared in A-Level examinations | was 
invigilating. She apparently was doing 


well, and had every hope of getting the 
grades she needed for Medical School. 
Inevitably, the evening of the Senior 
School Dinner arrived. This was one of 
the social highlights of the School year, 
all candlelit tables, glamorous dresses 
and haute cuisine laid on by a specially 
imported firm of caterers. lt was trad- 
itional at this function for girls to give 
little token presents to members of 
staff who had particularly helped them 
or given them special coaching in weak 
subjects, and sure enough | received a 
leather wallet With Love and Thanks’ 
from Fiona Chatterton and a bottle 
of Monsieur Hochas from Helen 
Ballantyn. Louise dropped a card into 
my hand which said all the right things 
a Senior Leaver should say to someone 
who'd taught her for seven years. She 
had written on the bottom ۲۷۵ left a 
joint present for you and Miss Strickland 
in the Head's Study. 

We left the dining hall after 11pm 
and | walked across the quad with our 
beloved leader. She's not at all a bad 
looker for her age (three years younger 
than me!) and | had often wondered why 
no man was apparently in the offing to 
remove those glasses and let down that 
mass of long blonde hair. 'Oh, by the 
way, | remarked casually, Louise says 
there's something for both of us in your 
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a signed statement of guilt to a woman 
as shrewd as our Head: carefully she 
drew from the parcel my long swishy 
cane and held up between her fingers 
and thumbs a pair of regulation dark 
brown gym knickers, upon which was a 
clear name tape bearing the words 
Louise McKeown. 

‘All this has put me in a very difficult 
position, Simon, she uttered. ‘You are 
undoubtedly a most able and valuable 
member of staff, but the meaning of 
this parcel is all too clear. lm afraid 
that | shall have to report these matters 
to the Governing Body and... her voice 
tailed away. 

A silence fell between us; then, 
looking down at her desk she spoke 
again: Of course there is one alterna- 
tive. If you'd agree to let me deal with 
this matter myself, here and now...’ 

| swallowed hard and, grateful for all 
the wine l'd consumed that night, took 
off my jacket and with trembling hands 
unfastened my trousers to let them fall 
to the ground. 

What followed made me realise two 
things: firstly that Dominic must be a 
hell of a guy to be worth what Louise 
had gone through for him, and secondly, 


study. Miss S. didn't reply, but led the brown paper parcel had already been if lever find the man who said that cane 
way into her room, lit the gas fire and opened, and although it contained but was just right for Senior Girls ll 
beckoned me over to her bureau. The two articles, it might as well have been murder him! & 
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READERS’ LETTERS 


All Janus readers’ letters are edited versions of genuine letters received at our editorial offices — 
we don't make them up! Have you a fascinating experience to share with other readers? Go on, 
spell it out and send it in to the Editor. Names and addresses are never disclosed. Photos of 
readers’ wives and girlfriends in spanking situations are welcome, too, so long as the model 
agrees to publication. We'll send a Model Release Form for any we hope to use in which faces are 
shown. Readers are reminded that it is our policy not to forward letters to our correspondents. 


A Young Swedish Wife 
Under Her Husband's 
Rod 


I would like to tell you about 
some of my experiences which I 
hope will be of interest to your 
readers. Here in Sweden, where 
corporal punishment, at least of 
children, has been illegal since 
1966, it is not always easy to 
come into contact with like- 
minded people. 
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Although I was brought up 
fairly strictly, my parents never 
punished me physically. How- 
ever, when we were in our teens, 
my brother, who is two years 
older than I, sometimes used to 
buy magazines like yours, about 
corporal punishment. I found 
them and after that I was always 
curious as to why he was so 
interested in that sort of thing. 
One time when I asked him 
about it, he promised to show 
me as soon as he could. 

A few days later our parents 
were out for the day. My brother 
put me over his knee in my 
bedroom and spanked me quite 
hard about twenty times, and 
although it stung, I was beginning 
to get quite excited. He then 
asked if he could cane me, and I 
agreed, partly out of curiosity, 
and partly out of excitement. He 
said I would have to strip to my 
underclothes and lie on the bed. 
I did what he told me to while he 
went away and came back with 
a long garden cane about 1 cm in 
thickness. 

He gave me ten strokes on 
my bottom. They really hurt, 
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but I was very excited by now. 
He also gave me some strokes 
on the back of my legs, which 
were even more painful. But this 
time I was sobbing with a com- 
bination of pain and frustration. 

I told him I could not take 
any more because it was too 
painful for me and I begged him 
to stop beating me and leave me 
now. When he went out and 
shut my bedroom door I took off 


my underclothes and got into 
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bed. Feeling my nude body 
between the sheets I began to 
massage the inside of my legs, 
but did not need to do this for 
long as I came almost straight 
away. 

Not long afterwards, my 
brother introduced me to a 
friend of his, who shared his big 
interest. We often used to have 
spanking or caning sessions 
together when our parents were 
out. For me it always ended the 
same way, and I am sure my 
brother thought I needed to be 
alone afterwards to cry and 
rest. 

I am 19 now, and married to 
my brother's friend. We have a 
very good married life together. 
However, if I am naughty or do 
something he disapproves of, 
he punishes me with a sound 
caning, always at least thirty 
strokes. Before the caning, he 
makes me stand in a corner with 
my hands on my head and my 
legs well apart for an hour, 
wearing nothing but one of his 
old string vests. Sometimes, if I 
am very naughty, I have to stand 
completely naked while I con- 


template my forthcoming pun- 
ishment. Normally I get the 
cane on my bare bottom, kneel- 
ing over the bed. 

Sometimes I have to take my 
caning lying on the hard parquet 
floor, completely naked. This is 
a very effective punishment 
because I hate the feel of the 
hard floor and being made to lie 
down there like a dog who has 
done wrong, and the cane strokes 
smart so hurtfully. All this goes 
to make me very ashamed of 
what I have done, despite the 
fact that even during one of 
these punishments, I often feel 
sexy and usually come. After 
such a punishment, I am always 
extra careful to keep in my 
husband's good books for a 
while, because I always get 
at least twenty more stinging 
strokes after I have come, and 
then, when I am allowed to get 
up and put some clothes on, I 
still have to keep my throbbing 
bottom on show for a further 
hour. 

I would be very interested to 
know if any of your other 
readers have heard of or ex- 
perienced this type of punish- 
ment, because I do think it 
is quite unusual, despite its 
effectiveness. 

F.W. (Mrs), 
Vasteras, Sweden 


Military Punishment Drill 


Although corporal punishment 
is usually associated with the 
striking of the body with an 
instrument, your recent issues 
have also highlighted the other 
side of it, ie bodily exertion. 
One of the fascinations of 
watching women being punish- 
ed is that they wear different 
clothes to men and this en- 
hances the sexual appeal. Dur- 
ing the 1950s I was in the army 
in the Far East and our camp 
was shared by a WRAC admin- 
istration unit. Although the day- 
to-day administration of their 
duties was the responsibility of 
the WRAC officers, camp dis- 
cipline was the domain of our 


CO. He was a great believer in 
‘pack drill and anyone on 
‘jankers’ had to do two hours 
pack drill every afternoon. This 
applied to the WRACS as well 
as the men. While we wore 
green blouses and shorts, and 
knee-length ‘hose tops’, the 
women wore green blouses and 
skirts, with stockings and sus- 
penders. 

I know from experience the 
punishing effects of two hours 
doubling round the parade 
ground with a heavy pack on my 
back, day after day, but for the 
women it was worse, as their 
suspender buckles cut into their 
thighs. For much of the time I 
was employed as a medical 
orderly and it was a regular 
practice for the WRACS to 
come unofficially to the MI 
Room to ask me to put plasters 
on the sore parts of their thighs 
before going on to the parade 
ground for a two-hour punish- 
ment session. 

After I had a dispute with the 
MO, for which I suffered 14 
days ‘jankers’ with pack drill, I 
eventually found myself on the 
Regimental Provost staff. 
Everyone on ‘jankers’ had to 
report to the guardroom at fixed 
times throughout the day and at 
2 o’clock they collected their 
packs for pack drill. The packs 
were made up ready in the 
guardroom with as many sheets 
and blankets as could be press- 
ed into them. Some of the 
smaller girls almost collapsed 
when the packs were put over 
their shoulders, but somehow 
they managed to survive the 
daily punishment drill. 

A combination of these 
memories and recent stories of 
regular canings in some African 
countries suggested to me the 
scenario in the enclosed con- 
tribution. You probably won't 
find it suitable exactly as I have 
written it, but I’m sure a mem- 
ber of your staff could turn it 
into an appropriate piece for 
Janus, suitably illustrated by 
one of your superb artists. 

B.W., 
Cardiff 


© /t’s in our next issue. — Ed. 


Bottom & Thigh 
Appreciation 


I recently received Janus 38 
and felt I must write and con- 
gratulate you on another magni- 
ficent issue. Janus 38 surpasses 
all others, especially in The 
Punishment Series No. 2 of 
Paula Meadows. This to my 
mind is the best series of pic- 
tures you have ever published. 
The three pictures on page 61 
are out of this world and go to 
prove what I have said before 
that Paula Meadows has the 
most gorgeous bottom, legs and 


A Female Reader’s 
Searing Pain And Ecstasy 


I would like to tell you how I 
was first introduced to CP. My 
boyfriend has spanked me many 
times. It is an experience I have 
come to truly enjoy and it has 
given me a real taste for pain- 
and-pleasure. 

On my birthday last year my 
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thighs ever to grace the pages 
of Janus. The bottom left pic- 
ture on page 61 is a master- 
piece. Congratulations to both 
Paula and the photographer and 
please, please let us see more 
of Paula. 

To my mind a strong candi- 
date for the new Punishment 
Series is Cynthia in Janus 21. 
Next to Paula I think Sin has the 
most beautiful bottom and 
thighs to appear in Janus. I am 
sure she would benefit from 
having these soundly punished. 

R.H., 
Clacton, Essex 


boyfriend took me out for a meal 
and a few drinks. We were 
having a lovely evening when he 
suggested that we go home and 
if I was good I could have my 
birthday present. 

Feeling very excited and 
filled with anticipation, off I 
went wondering what it would 
be. Yes it was my most memor- 
able present ever — a bottom so 


sore, hot and unbearably tender 
I was reduced to tears of pain 
and humiliation and at the same 
time I couldn't believe how very 
excited I was at the effect it was 
having on both of us. The 
leather tawse was the biting 
monster that had caused such 
searing pain and ecstasy that 
day. 

Since then we have used a 
long thin bamboo cane and for 
Christmas I bought my boy- 
friend a brown leather riding 
crop. Both these instruments are 
extremely whippy and cause the 
sensitive skin on my bare bot- 
tom to quickly change colour, 
my knees to weaken and my 
body to writhe and wriggle with 
pain. 

As deep welts appear, the 
heat radiates from my bottom 
and glows for a very long time. 
We are in fact still experimenting 


with the harshness of my punish- 
ments, although I am becoming 
more and more excited with 
each and every enjoyable ses- 
sion, always ending in the most 


fantastic lovemaking. This 
makes the pain really worth- 
while. 

I enclose an example of my 
boyfriend’s handiwork. If you 
would like progress reports and 
more photographs we would be 
only too happy to oblige. 

Keep up the good work in 
Janus. 

Jean W. (Miss), 
Liverpool 6 


© Yes please, we would like 
detailed progress reports and 
photos showing us exactly what 
progress is being made. We'll 
keep up our good work if your 
boyfriend keeps up his — how's 
that for a deal? — Ed. 


German Advocate 
Of Punitive Severity 


After purchasing Janus 38 I felt 
like saying ‘Oh Janus, you are 
getting better all the time!” and I 
mean it when viewing the Pun- 
ishment Series photos of Paula 
Meadows. She is a top model 
and surely many readers are 
grateful to her for undergoing 
the severe punishment of many 
different instruments, even the 
‘cable martinet’ of reader C.C. 
of Oldham. I just marvel at the 
pluck of dear Paula enduring the 
rough handling, and such hap- 
penings should really be turned 
into a film. The colour photos 
really show the evidence of 
what she suffered brilliantly. 

I would like to see another 
series of Antonio du Bois, she is 


also a wonderful model. Do try 
not to give us skinny models like 
“Skivvy”, Pm still an enthusiast 
for broader female bottoms of 
30 to 40 years of age and think a 
bamboo laid across them should 
produce excellent weals. To be 
true, l've been comparingJanus 
with other English CP maga- 
zines but sill give preference to 
Janus on account of the more 
realistic photos and far superior 
stories. 

I did enjoy the photo story 
*Older Woman, Younger Man' 
and it is good to see some new 
ideas blooming instead of the 
worn theme of schoolgirl pun- 
ishment. The model has a fine 
pair of buttocks and the kitchen 
surroundings gave it a touch out 
of the ordinary! Is there perhaps 
a chance of a story of a sec- 
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retary making mistakes in the 


correspondence and getting 
ticked off at the end of the day 
by her boss demanding her 
ample bottom and making pay- 
ment for her errors with the cane 
or the tawse? At the end a tear- 
ful secretary standing in the 
corner with her blazing backside 
on display while the chief is 
holding a belated conference 
with a business friend? This is 
just a little suggestion. There is 
also the doctor/nurse angle 
where reckoning can be held for 
duties not performed. I was in- 
terested in what another maga- 
zine did recently with two girls 
who are whacked at the same 
time while one of them is riding 
piggyback on the other. Both of 


them quite in the nude with 
dangling knickers. The set-up 
was good but the results poor. 
What could Janus have made 
with this theme! 

The story ‘The Bitch’ was 
rather thin although the girl had 
fine bodily proportions and 
beautiful long legs, but the 
results with the bath bat could 
have been stronger and it was a 
pity the whole thing ended 
rather lamely with the promise 
of another session in the bath- 
room. Which left much to the 
imagination of the reader as 
those few spanks were in reality 
quite negligible. On the contrary 
take the series with Paula: one 
could actually see the final 
results at the end and it was 
extraordinary how she was 
lashed on the front of her thighs. 

I do hope you'll continue the 
new Punishment ‘Series and 
produce CP photography as 
effective as was the case with 
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"Ihe Chair. The enthusiastic 
response of readers shows that 
in general you are on the right 
way. Of great interest are 
always the readers' letters and I 
enjoyed particularly the letters 
of Frau Yvonne R. of Bensberg 
in Janus 31 and 38. Those 
pictures of the thrashing were 
truly impressive and how 
meticulously the discipline was 
executed in every detail. And 
those buttocks were real broad 
ones which took a lot of punish- 
ment. That woman must have 
suffered for days after this 
severe lashing but then shoplift- 
ing is a serious offence. 

Well, dear Janus, your latest 
issue has given ‘food forthought’ 
again and I do hope you'll con- 
tinue to give us such good maga- 
zines. Here's to lots of lovely 
‘derrières’ adorned with the hot 
marks of the cane! 

F.H., 
Bonn, Germany 


The Well Disciplined 
Subtenant 


A brief letter to sing your 
praises; though you have got 
several good competitors your 
magazine is definitely the best, 
and though I read most of the 
others from time to time, I have 
never missed an issue of yours. 
Janus 35 was excellent: I es- 
pecially like one pretty girl 
spanking and caning another, 
and the stories were very good 
as well. May I make a plea for 
more pictures of girls in tight 


READERS' PHOTO OF THE MONTH 


We just know that our readers have some great pictures! If 
you want to prove it, send your prints (only) to: The Photo 
Editor, Janus, 40 Old Compton Street, London W1. There 
will be an award of £10 to the sender of the best each month. 
Unfortunately no entries can be returned. 

There's just one thing to remember — if you show the 
model’s face she'll need to sign a model release form 
consenting to publication. We'll send you one on receipt of 


suitable pictures. 
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Our winner this month is M.B. of G 


blue jeans and then peeling them 
down to have their bums 
smacked. 

I think your readers might be 
interested in the account of the 
following incident which took 
place at the end of last summer. 
My flatmate moved out in July 
and I was faced with either 
paying double rent or finding 
another flatmate. Being barely 
able to afford the whole rent I 
advertised and received twenty 
replies from people who wanted 
to come round and look. Most of 
them turned up that evening 
including this very attractive girl 
of around 20 called Michelle. 
Well I made several mistakes in 
telling her that she could have 
the place if she wanted it. She 
readily accepted and moved in 
straightaway. 

Then the problems started. 
She only worked part time and 
money was short — whenever I 
asked for some rent she always 
had an excuse. Then there was 
the frustration of living under 
the same roof as a very attractive 


ee 


rimsby 
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girl and not sharing her bed. She 
usedto wander around the flat in 
a cotton towelling dressing gown 
which showed a lot of thigh and 
fitted tightly around her bottom. 
What made it worse was that I 
hadn't had sex for nearly two 
months and Michelle was the 
type of girl who went out with 
several boyfriends. She had at 
least five boyfriends to stay the 
night and it soon became clear 
that Michelle enjoyed noisy sex 
well into the early hours. I could 
quite clearly hear her moaning 
and I had to wank myself several 
times each night. 

After six weeks I had to 
speak to her about the rent she 
owed and she confessed to me 
that she didn't have any money 
and was indeed in debt to her 
bank. I was annoyed that she 
had strung me along for six 
weeks. Michelle then offered to 
share my bed with me; she was 
only too well aware of the fact 
that I hadn't had a fuck since she 
moved in and fancied her some- 
thing rotten. I was sorely temp- 


ted. However I said to her that I 
didn’t see why she should enjoy 
a session of sex with me to pay 
off six weeks’ rent. Then it came 
to me. I know it's an old line but 
I told her I would thrash her 
bum for her in return for the six 
weeks’ rent and then in the 
morning she could either leave 
or pay two weeks’ rent. 

Michelle said she wanted to 
move in with a girlfriend of hers 
and that having a sore bum for a 
few hours would be a good way 
of paying off her debt. I was 
amazed; I was expecting a good 
slap around the face. We laid 
some ground rules down which 
were as follows: I had two hours 
between 9pm and 11pm in which 
to smack her bottom; it was to 
be bare bottom throughout but I 
was only allowed to use my 
hand and a plimsoll; I tried to get 
her to agree to my belt but she 
wouldn't. She told me she had 
never had her bottom smacked 
before though her mum had 
threatened to do so on many 
Occasions. 

I told her to go next door and 
change into her dressing gown 
while I found my plimsoll. Then 
back she came and without being 
told she took her dressing gown 
off completely to show she was 
absolutely naked. I had a mas- 
sive hard-on before she bent 
over my knees to present her 
bare bum in front of my eyes. It 
was better than I ever thought it 
would be in the flesh: fairly big 
buttocks tightly packed into the 
crease, by no means fat but I 
knew they could suffer a very 
hard spanking. So that's exactly 
what I gave her, my hand falling 
at a fast rate of knots to hit her 
bare bottom cheeks alternately. 
I spanked her for about ten 
minutes, slowing up consider- 
ably at the end as my hand tired 
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and grew very sore. I knew her 
bottom must have been on fire — 
it was red all over and hot to the 
touch. I was actually surprised 
that Michelle hadn't cried. It 
just goes to show that a big girl 
as old as Michelle can actually 
take an awful hard spanking on 
her bare bottom. But as I was to 
find out, a plimsoll or most 
surely, a hairbrush, cane, strap 
and any other of the items men- 
tioned in Janus are a different 
matter. 

So I stopped spanking her for 
a few minutes and we chatted, 
though trying to have a normal 
flatmate relationship was im- 
possible. So then I gave her a 
taste of the plimsoll on her bare 
bum and this made all the differ- 
ence. She just couldn't take a 
thrashing with this on her already 
stinging bum. I had her bending 
over and touching her toes for 
the first dozen or so and this was 
a marvellous position, not only 
because standing up I could 
really draw the plimsoll a long 
way back behind my shoulder 
before bringing it down onto my 
target but also because with her 
bum so prominently arched I 
could really study her parted 
bottom cheeks as they wriggled 
from side to side with the intense 
stinging. 

Michelle was soon crying but 
I carried on until I'd given her a 
good dozen. Then I sent her to 
her room to cry it off for an hour. 
I knew that when she came back 
at 10.30 I would still have half 
an hour to give her a thrashing 
that she would remember for 
some time, and however she felt 
about it she would accept that I 
was within my rights. 

When she returned her bot- 
tom had lost much of its redness 
but was obviously still tender. 
Michelle on my instructions 
knelt up on her bed and bent 
forward with her chin touching 
the pillow and her bottom stuck 
a mile up in the air. I don't think 
any of Michelle's boyfriends 
had ever seen Michelle's body 
in such a riveting posture or 
such an intimately revealing one. 
That was when I wished I could 
take a belt to that truly brilliantly 
arched backside. So I made 
quite certain that the plimsoll 
stung her bottom so much that 
she was sobbing loudly with 
those two widely separated 
cheeks on fire and scarlet. And 
then it was over — and shortly 


‘after midnight a sore-bummed 


young lady came into my bed- 


room for a night of fucking that 
Ill remember as long as the 
spanking. I also found out how 
to make Michelle moan loudly: 
a good long licking all over her 
hot smarting bum cheeks. 
Naughty but very very nice. 
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A Bottom That Cries Out 
For Punishment 


I have just received my copy of 
Janus 39, and I am captivated 
by the Reader's Photo Of The 
Month on page 56. 

What a stunning pair of 
buttocks and shapely legs! Just 
the kind of backside which was 
made for spanking, strapping 
and caning. It positively cries 
out for punishment. What 
heavenly nates! Pity we can't 
see her face. 

I urge you to make every 
effort to sign up this young lady 
for a Janus photo session at the 
earliest opportunity. She is too 
good to miss. 

A.M.T., 
Newcastle-Upon-Tyne 


Claims She Was Caned 
In German Home 


I have recently come across 
some of your magazines, and it 
has made me realise that I am 
not the only teenage girl to have 
to bear the marks of a severe 
caning. I had thought that my 
experience was unique for these 
days, and that thrashings by 
cane or strap no longer took 
place in this country. But I was 
aware that they do in Europe, 
for I have a penfriend in 
Germany the same age as my- 
self, nearly 19, who has been 
disciplined by her father all her 
life, the punishments becoming 
more severe as she grew older. 
She has graduated as it were 
from hand spanking, to a strap, 
and now it is a thin whippy 
malacca cane that really 
punishes. 

I am not disciplined in my 
own home but had a rather 
traumatic experience in going to 
stay with my penfriend last 
summer. I have kept this to 
myself, for I am very ashamed 


of the incident and none of my 
own family know anything about 
it. But on seeing your magazine, 
I have decided to write it down 
for you, as it may be of some 
comfort to the girls who feel 
they are hard done by to know 
that some of their European 
sisters fare far worse, at least 
if what happened to me in 
Germany is anything to go by. 

I was spending last August 
with Ilse and her family. Beside 
Ilse there was Hans, her 17- 
year-old brother and her younger 
sister Britta. All had gone well 
the first two weeks, and I was 
having a marvellous time, till a 
Saturday night when Ilse and I 
went to visit an aunt of hers. 
This had been a spur of the 
moment decision and unfor- 
tunately, as it happened, there 
was no one at the house when 
we arrived. We then met two 
boys that Ilse knew, and were 
persuaded by them to go to a 
rather seedy night club where 
we had rather a lot to drink. 
Perhaps over-excited by the 
raunchy music and unaccust- 
omed drink, we made rather an 
exhibition of ourselves, quite 
unaware that a friend of Ilse’s 
father was there and had recog- 
nised Ilse. He had seen us 
leading the boys on though not 
allowing them to go all the way, 
and indulging in some rather 
heavy petting. I was rather 
forward in the way I carried on, 
as was Ilse herself. 

We arrived back home rather 
late and letting ourselves in 
quietly, we stole up to our room. 
‘Is that you Ilse” her mother 
called. ‘You are late, is every- 
thing alright? In German, of 
course. 

‘Yes, everything is fine,’ Ilse 
replied. ‘Goodnight Mama. 
Goodnight Papa.’ 

‘Your father is not at home. 
He went to a lodge meeting and 
will be late. It’s a good job for 
you he isn’t here, you know he 
doesn't like you coming in after 
midnight, her mother said. 
‘Better get to sleep now.” 

We settled down, still a bit 
flushed and excited over our 
night out and I thought every- 
thing was OK. But everything 
was far from being alright. We 
went to the morning service, 
and after our Sunday lunch Ilse 
had to see her father. She was in 
the front room with him for 
some time. Then I was called in. 
There was a stranger there with 
them who when I entered said, 
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"Yes, that's her. That is the girl 
who was with your daughter and 
the Krämer boys. Left with 
them about twelve, pretty far 
gone the lot of them.’ 

His face like thunder, Ilse's 
father questioned us, and got 
out all the facts. He then said 
"Twenty' - just that — but Ilse 
went rather white. Turning to 
me her father said, ‘Ilse knows 
what to expect — a sound thrash- 
ing, for last night's escapade. 
Do you want her to receive your 
part of the punishment too, or 
will you accept it as any decent 
girl would? I have always 
thought the English believe in 
playing the game, you can prove 
me right or wrong.’ 

Not knowing what I was 
letting myself in for, I said I 
would accept my part of the 
punishment if my family would 
not learn anything about it. 
Ilse’s father said it was a matter 
of their honour only, and my 
parents would not hear of it from 
him. He then added something 
that made me wonder: ‘By the 
time you get back home, it won't 
look so bad.’ We were then both 
told to go and change into our 
pyjamas, even though it was the 
middle of the day, and come 
back down again. Upstairs I 
asked Ilse what he intended to 
do. ‘Cane us, she answered. 
Even then, I wasn't too worried. 

We went down. I saw that 
the centre of the room had been 
cleared and a low, wide coffee 
table placed there. Ilse's mother, 
sister and brother, as well as the 
stranger, were all sitting there, 
making it quite obvious that 
they were going to witness our 
lesson. 

Mr Dieter stood holding a 
long, slim cane in his hand. 
‘YOU first Jane,’ he said to me. 
‘Drop your trousers, and come 
over here.’ I gasped in amaze- 
ment at this, at which he seemed 
angry. “Hurry up, girl! 

If anyone else had told me 
that I would bare my body 
below the waist, in mixed com- 
pany, I would have thought 
them insane, but Ilse’s father 
had total authority and as if 
mesmerised I found myself un- 
doing the tape and then letting 
the pyjama bottoms fall to my 
feet. Stepping out ofthem I went 
forward falteringly. I then was 
told to kneel over the coffee 
table and hold on to the far legs. 
Getting down, I had a fit of 
trembling all of a sudden and 
began to cry, for I was only too 
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horribly aware that it was not 
just my bottom that was on 
view. I could feel a cool breeze, 
and blushed deeply, for not only 
Hans but the stranger also could 
see my private secrets. 

‘I will only give you ten 
strokes, half of what Ilse is going 
to get, for I blame her for leading 
you on. Hold tight now.” 

There was this swishing 
noise, then I let out a scream. 
My bottom felt as though it had 
been cut into with a red hot 
knife. I jerked and bucked in 
agony as that cane slashed into 
me, how ever I stayed I could 
not think, but I had to prove that 
English girls could take it too. 
My pyjama top was soaked in 
perspiration, and I had never in 
my life experienced such burn- 
ing agony. I made an awful 
noise though my throat was 
almost raw with my screeching, 
but at last it was over, and I was 
helped up. I could hardly stand, 
and the pain was so intense that 
as I gingerly felt the swollen 
ridges on my bottom I did not 
give it a thought that I was 
giving a full frontal show until I 
noticed the stranger looking so 
pointedly at me. 

I went over and picked up my 
trousers, and was quite awkward 
at putting them on, but managed 
at last, my face as scarlet as I 
soon discovered my bum was. 
Ilse had taken off hers, and was 
kneeling in position, and it was 
only really then that I could see 
how I had looked. Kneeling 
astride the low table exposed 
you fully, you did not only 
show, it was as if you were 
blatantly thrust in view. Ilse was 
very fair and had only the 
merest wisp of pubic hair, her 
sex lips appearing very promin- 
ent. Her father waited until she 
had settled herself and had tight 
hold of the table legs. Then I 
watched as that cane rose, 
stayed poised in the air for a 
moment then came slicing down, 
almost burying itself in Ilse’s 
plump bottom. She seemed to 
shudder, but she didn't cry out. 
Asthe cane rose againIsaw two 
thin red lines swell up close 
together. 

Ilse was crying after the fifth 
stroke but somehow stayed 
down for the full twenty, her 
scarlet bucking bottom a criss- 
crossed mass of weals. Her legs 
had jerked, writhed and shud- 
dered, and she had given quite a 
show. I felt the deep flush of 
shame surge over me, I had 


never known such pain and 
humiliation. The only redeem- 
ing feature was that I was 
hundreds of miles from home 
and no one would ever know. If 
my parents or friends found out, 
I knew I would die of shame. 
Suddenly I started weeping, the 
tears rolling down my face. I 
was still in a great deal of pain, 
but it was the humiliating realis- 
ation of my degradation that 
upset me the most. 

Ilse came back over to me, 
and we asked if we could go 
to our room. Permission was 
granted and we went up, to try 
and comfort each other. Ilse had 
some cold cream which took 
some of the burn out. There Ilse 
told me that thrashings were 
always on the bared bottom, 
and whoever happened to be in 
the house at the time witnessed 
it, whether friends, relatives 
or neighbours, the humiliation 
being considered as part of the 
punishment. It was ten days 
before the marks faded and we 
could hardly sit next day. No 
reference was made about it, it 
had been deemed necessary, 
had been carried out, and that 
was the end of the matter. I 
came back to England puzzling 
over the different attitudes there 
to here, but now after seeing 
your magazine I know that some 
British girls still get corporal 
punishment too. But not in front 
of a mixed audience I think. 

Jane C., 
Somerset 


More Praise For 
The Maturer Behind 


I feel I must write and congratu- 
late you on the photo story 
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‘Older Woman, Younger Man’ 
in your issue 36. I consider it 
probably the best article that 
has ever appearedin your maga- 
zine and I go back to Mentor 
days. 

Both the reading matter and 
the photographs were so auth- 
entic and they dovetailed to- 
gether so perfectly, whilst the 
lady playing Mrs Davenport 
was quite outstanding. The in- 
set on page 45 showing the pain 
in her face whilst her rear was 
being dealt with was superb. I 
only hope that her behind, at the 
end, was not too sore. 

Could we not see Simon 
paying her a return visit? I 
suppose that we should see de- 
light on Mrs Davenport’s face if 
he produced a cane! 

It is my belief that it is much 
more likely today for the ‘older 
woman’ to feel the smack of a 
hand or the sting of a cane on her 
bottom than a teenage girl. 
There are not many schools left 
where the cane is still applied to 
a girl's behind under normal cir- 
cumstances, whilst very few 
young misses would consent to 
“bend over’ for the same treat- 
ment at home. Yet there must be 
few wives who have not felt their 
husbands’ hand on their bot- 
toms at some time, and the sting 
of the cane is simply the next 
logical step. I believe that there 
are more young married women 
(and some not so young) walk- 
ing about today with red or 
striped bottoms than school- 
girls. 

May I add that the photo- 
graphs of “The Chair’ in Janus 
35 are just brilliant. Ionly hope 
that the attractive model only 
received one stroke for each 
position, otherwise she may not 
be too keen to return for an- 
other encounter with the chair. 
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One can imagine her develop- 

ing a lifelong preference for sit- 
ting on the floor! 

B.H., 

Tonbridge, Kent 


© Mrs Davenport would have 
been acutely disappointed if we 
had sent her home without a 
well and truly radiant behind to 
show off proudly to her real-life 
husband. He is none other than 
our notorious 'Mr Jardine' 
(Janus 23, 39). — Ed. 


Punishment For Love's 
Sake 


I suggest the following ideas for 
stories on the theme of giving 
and receiving punishment for 
love:- 

1) A girl is engaged to a man 
she knows to be a devotee of 
CP. However, being inexperi- 
enced she is afraid that she will 
disappoint him, and consults 
her grandmother who arranges 
to train her in the methods he 
will use so that on her wedding 
night she *will not come to it as a 
stranger. The grandmother 
succeeds by giving the girl 
progressively harder beatings — 
the worse the punishment the 
greater the love. 

2) A man makes a wager that 
his girl can take more punish- 
ment than any other, and a 
competition is arranged in which 
the two contestants are subjected 
to a series of thrashings one 
after the other until one woman 
breaks down. On the day, the 
girl is dismayed to find that her 
opponent is an older, much 
more experienced woman with 
a magnificent body. The two are 
stripped and placed side by side 
while the men thrash each 
other's woman in a sequence of 
cane, birch and whip repeated 
as necessary. However, the 
older woman is too good at 
taking punishment for our 
heroine, who in spite of all her 
fortitude is beaten into sub- 
mission and loses the bet. Her 
lover and herself agree, however, 
that it was worth it, and she will 
try again after more training. 

3) A manis in love with a girl 
who is not interested, being 
more fond of her own sex and 
having fallen for an elegant 
older woman whom he also 
knows. This woman invites 


them both to visit her and 
amuses herself by making the 
girl take a thrashing from the 
man to prove her love for her 
and to demonstrate her domina- 
tion over the girl. The girl is 
made to strip and exhibit herself 
before being severely caned, the 
older woman kissing and com- 
forting her during the beating. 
The woman also takes an even 
worse flogging to show the girl 
how a real woman can find 
fulfillment in being punished. 

4) Aman owes a large sum to 
a casino owner, and to pay off 
the debt his wife offers to subject 
herself to weekly sessions of 
CP. The casino owner takes 
advantage of her willingness to 
test out various ideas: for ex- 
ample, whether a cane is more 
effective than a whalebone crop. 
He investigates the effect of 
both implements in various 
positions and on bare flesh; on 
knickers of various kinds; and 
also on skin-tight jeans and on a 
pencil skirt pulled tight across 
her bottom. When the debt is 
nearly paid, the wife is delighted 
when her husband loses an even 
larger sum. 

All of these ideas inspire me 
and I hope they may perhaps 
also inspire some of your 
authors. Incidentally, does any- 
one know where the writings of 
P.N. Dedeaux are available 
such as “Tender Buns’ or “The 
Tutor’ etc? They would be 
worth reprinting. 

J.E., 
Christchurch, Dorset. 


Reporting To Miss Bond 


As it is now many years since I 
was caned at school, I recently 
decided to refresh my memory 
by paying a visit to a pro- 
fessional lady who specialised 
in the punishment of ‘naughty 
boys’. After making an appoint- 
ment, I went round to her 
basement flat in Earls Court 
where I was admitted by her 
cheerful maid. She showed me 
into a well-furnished room and 
after discussing the reason for 
my visit, she went out closing 
the door. 

The room contained a bed, a 
large mirror and a tall upright 
stool placed in front of the 


.mirror. I waited for about five 


minutes before the door opened 


and in came Miss Bond. She 
was a good-looking redhead in 
her thirties and she wore a 
brassiere, panties and black 
stockings. She was carrying a 
couple of canes and she was 
unsmiling. She looked me up 
and down, informed me I was 
the first naughty boy that day to 
come for the cane, and ordered 
me to take down my trousers. 

I slipped easily into the role 
of naughty schoolboy as a result 
of her strict, no nonsense 
manner. She continued to tell 
me off as I took down my 
trousers, and then ordered me to 
bend over her stool. I bent over 
it and she folded back my shirt 
tail and warned me that if I 
moved at all I would be in deep 
trouble. I believed her. 

I watched helplessly as she 
selected one of the two canes 
and then moved round to my 
left. She said she was not going 
to be lenient and that next time 
Id be caned in front of the 
whole school. She said she 
would begin with six strokes 
across my underpants, followed 
by a further six strokes on my 
bare buttocks and I was to count 
the strokes. 

She then caned me, and it 
hurt much more than I expected. 
After the first six strokes, I 
began to have second thoughts 
and begged her to stop. She 
ignored my pleas and firmly 
pulled down my underpants. 
The first stroke on my bare 
bottom caused me to cry out 
loud with the pain, but she 
continued caning me till Pd had 
a further six strokes. I then got 
an extra stroke for not keeping 
my bottom still enough. 

At last I was allowed to get 
up and I stood rubbing my 
wealed bottom. Miss Bond 
picked up her canes, told me to 
behave in future, and marched 
out. I pulled up my pants and the 
maid let me out into the street 
with a cheerful goodbye. 


I stood up on the under- 
ground going back to my hotel in 
view of the soreness of my 
bottom. Once in my room, I 
took off my trousers and under- 
pants and examined my bottom 
in a mirror. It was red and sore 
with distinct ridged cane weals 
across both buttocks. However, 
once the initial soreness wore 
off, I was left with a warm glow 
in my bottom that was far from 
unpleasant. During the caning, I 
had found the temptation to put 


my hands in the way to protect 
my bottom almost irresistible 
until Miss Bond warned me I'd 
get extra strokes if I did so. 
I’ve had three canings from 
Miss Bond to date, and I intend 
to continue on a regular basis in 
the future. A caning once a 
month has made me more ap- 
preciative of Janus and in- 
creased my sympathy for your 
models who receive the same 
punishment. Being caned with 
your pants down is no joke, 
believe me! 
D.T., 
France 


Femininity Training 


I must agree with N.F. of 
London, Janus 33, that the 
young ladies of today are way 
out of step with their correct 
feminine roles and attitudes in 
our society, and this must be 
stopped — not just with young 
ladies but with all ladies. All 
ladies require constant discipline 
to maintain obedience and 
should receive regular punish- 
ment to maintain this. All this 
smoking, driving cars, the wear- 
ing of jeans and cross-dressing 
in general are things of female 
liberation and must be stopped. 
As N.F. rightly points out, 
society is changing for the worse 
and if we lose the feminine and 
very disciplined women we 
have lost everything. 

"Ihe Campaign For The 
Feminine Woman' seems to be 
going in the right direction to 
counter this trend of free- 
thinking and do-as-I-please atti- 
tude, though not knowing any- 
thing of their organisation I 
cannot do much to help them. It 
is a known fact that all men, if 
they are men, wish to dominate 
and master a female or females, 
and I am sure this so-called 
‘Women’s Liberation’ can be 
stopped if they are shown the 
way, guided, persuaded - forced 
if necessary. But it must be 
done. 

If domestic discipline is to 
flourish and it must, the female 
must be put and kept in the right 
state of mind, and to do this we 
must first restrict her move- 
ments to the appropriate ones. It 
is well known that the foundation 
garment is the most important 
garment of the female dress, and 
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READERS’ LETTERS 


a corset to maintain discipline is 
an absolute must. A correspon- 
dent in Janus 30 elucidates the 
benefits of corsetry so I will not 
go into detail but would wish to 
point out that corsets can be 
obtained from good ladies’ 
underwear shops and corset- 
ieres throughout the country. 
Good, strong, well boned and 
laced corsets are the best for 
maximum discipline with ample 
lacings, back fastenings and 
sturdy broad strap suspenders. 

I can already hear the little 
lady's pleas — ‘I’m not wearing 
those old-fashioned things!’ — 
but wear them she must and 
after afew months she will begin 
accept them as all part of her 
new way of life. The bra must 
have the same discipline charac- 
teristics as the corsets with a 
deep waistline and adjustable 
shoulder straps, at least for the 
first few months. 

Stockings must always be 
worn, never should tights be 
allowed. A 15-30 or even a 60 
denier seamed stocking should 
always be the order of the day. 
A nice everyday tan shade is 
required, not black seamed 
stockings. What we need to 
create is a feminine lady who 
thinks feminine, acts feminine 
and is truly feminine. The reason 
for the seamed stockings is to 
‘keep her on her toes’ as one 
might say, because if she does 
not keep it in her mind to check 
her seams at regular intervals, 
say after being seated and cross- 
ing her legs, she is not going to 
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look very tidy and any untidiness 
leads to punishment. Being con- 
scious of her stockings will 
make her conscious of her whole 
appearance. The seamed stock- 
ings are an intrinsic part of her 
discipline, besides making her 
look properly feminine. 

Tight-fitting briefs are defin- 
itely out. Cotton, cotton inter- 
lock, celanese or nylon, all with 
loose legs, are to be recom- 
mended, whichever is the choice 
of her husband or master, but all 
must be loose-fitting. 

Her outer everyday clothes 
must all be very feminine. 

The best thing for ‘female 
feminine tuition’ would be es- 
tablishments, organisations, soci- 
eties (and I would certainly 
contribute to the upkeep of 
such) specially designed to cater 
for two, three or five ladies at 
any one time, in the teaching of 
‘proper feminine behaviour”. By 
keeping the numbers low it can 
be done in a more friendly 
atmosphere. The young ladies 
would learn sitting, standing, 
walking, dress sense, how to 
dress, how to undress, how to 
bath and powder, good manners, 
how to make up and do their 
hair, but above all it would be 
instilled in their minds (as in the 
film ‘The Stepford Wives’) to 
obey their husbands or masters 
without question. 

Each pupil would be taught 
to understand that her whole 
role in life is to be a truly 
feminine and disciplined sub- 
missive woman. To understand 


that she must receive punitive 
correction for her own good, 
and to learn to benefit from it. 
To understand that she will 
receive punitive correction on a 
regular basis. To understand 
that her husband is the master 
and that without his permission, 
the world outside the home does 
not exist. 

This course should last for 
about three months and when 
she returns back to her husband 
or master, she will be a truly 
beautiful woman from the top of 
her head to the tip of her toes, 
not a hair out of place. Yes, a 
truly feminine and very disci- 
plined and submissive woman. 

R., 
Keighley, W. Yorks. 


Strapping Dreams 


I love the idea of nubile young 
women's bottoms burning from 
the disturbing and uncomfor- 
table sensations imparted by a 
good sound tawsing or caning. 
Indeed I think ‘uncomfortable’ 
is a delicious descriptive under- 
statement which really allows 
one to imagine so much! My 
preference in fantasy is for the 
Strap, a two-tailer, which I 


believe to be the ideal imple- 
ment for warming up a naughty 
young lady’s bottom for her and 
making it thoroughly sting. There 
is a nice wide spread of fairly 


even smarting, without the risk 
of viciousness associated with 
the intense and narrow ‘bands of 
fire’ produced by the cane. 

I would like to punish such 
girls in their late teens and early 
twenties with the strap on their 
bare bottoms, for all the very 
many forms of misbehaviour — 
especially sexual teasing — which 
females are prone to at this 
young adult age. I would like to 
punish them firmly and to hurt, 


but for good reason only. There 
are SO many genuine offences 
committed against the male of 
the species by these young 
temptresses that there is simply 
no need to invent imaginary 
crimes. I am opposed to the 
casual use of CP purely as 
pleasure and feel that this under- 
mines the real meaning of CP, 
which after all spells Corporal 
Punishment. 

There is, no doubt, an intense 
pleasure of a kind to be derived 
by a male chastiser of nubile 
young women who are really 
and truly being punished for 
their own good, to remind them 
that they have sinned or offended 
against Man. There may even 
be a compensatory ‘glowing 
aftermath’ for a naughty young 
lady thus punished. But I think 
that these should be seen only as 
side-effects of effective dis- 
cipline, to be savoured quietly 
rather than thrown into glaring 
prominence. We all have our 
dreams. 

K.T., 
Norfolk 
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JANUS MAIL ORDER 


Please make remittances for all orders 
payable to Gordon Sergeant. 

Inland: delivery free. Overseas: add £1.50 
per item for Europe, £5 per item air mail to 
anywhere else in the world. This applies to 
all magazines and audio cassettes on offer. 
A complete stocklist will be included with 
each despatch 


Only £15 each issue or £120 for 10 issues 


YA SOMETHING NEW 


As a sister magazine to Janus, that most famous (and some would say 
infamous) of CP publications, Februs offers an intriguingly different yet 
complimentary vision of the world of spanking and CP. Produced by 
former Janus illustrator, Paula Meadows and published by the Janus 


organisation, Februs provides a more feminine and personal perspective on 
the subject that fascinates us. Besides a full range of contents, each issue 
includes many superb original drawings by this uniquely gifted artist. 
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Februs 1 Februs 2 


FEBRUS £10 PER ISSUE, 
£50 FOR SIX ISSUES. 
ORDER FROM 
GORDON SERGEANT 


Februs 6 Februs 7 


HANDS UP ALL THOSE WHO WANT TO MAKE CONTACT! 


Surprisingly enough, there are still some regular readers of the world’s supreme spanking magazine who have not yet joined 
the affiliated Privilege Club and are therefore irrevocably missing the wonderful bi monthly club publication Privilege - free to 
members - and the other benefits that only members enjoy, such as easy contact with like-minded CP aficionados and the 
sharing of ideas and ideals. You can join for the fee of £30 annually (UK and Europe; £45 elsewhere) made payable to 
Gordon Sergeant, and it could be the gateway to a series of enriching experiences or even a whole new way of life — 
as many members have discovered. Of course some readers who are non-members may prefer to enjoy Janus in total 
isolation, never meeting another soul devoted to discipline and correction, male or female. 

We respect all choices, and all confidences. 

GORDON SERGEANT 
Club Secretary 


JANUS & FEBRUS. THERE ARE NO ALTERNATIVES. 


Subscribe to Janus. Pay for five issues and Subscribe to Februs. Pay for five issues and 
receive one free! receive one free! 
A six-issue subscription costs £50*, delivery A six-issue subscription costs £50*, delivery 
included. included. 
*Foreign rates: Europe £60, air elsewhere £80 or US $140. 


Order Form: To Gordon Sergeant, 40 Old Compton Street, London W1V 5PB. 
Please make remittance payable to Gordon Sergeant. Tick where applicable. 
Here's my cheque/P.O./cash for £50 for six issues of Janus. 

Here's my cheque/P.O./cash for £50 for six issues of Februs. 

| want to join the Privilege Club. Annual membership £30 (£45 outside Europe). 
I already belong to the Privilege Club. | 
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American Scene 


AUDIO 
TAPES 


All the traditional delights for a CP enthusiast 
that a private, American academic establish- 
ment can provide. 


Next! 1: Finds heroines, Carter and Barrington outside 
the study of Mrs Fenchurche where they are about to 
learn a new concept - the three ‘Ds’... The good 
lady's strap, followed by a caning in front of the whole 
establishment, certainly gets the point across. 

Next! 2: Matron's work is not up to standard. Furthermore she has been indulging in a little 
extra-curricular CP. A sound spanking followed by a caning soon convinces her that staff as well 
as pupils must toe-the-line. 

The action is only a prelude to poor little Tompkins, who not only gets spanked by Mr 
Adams, but falls foul of Miss Gibbons who has no hesitation in applying liberal doses of strap and 
cane to the cheeky girl's tenderised bottom. The gymnasium echoes with the cane's sweet music 
of retribution, to say nothing of a caterwauling accompaniment from poor Tompkins. 


Each tape costs £10 and can be obtained from: 
JANUS, 40 OLD COMPTON STREET, LONDON W1V 5PB 


Make cheques payable to Gordon Sergeant 


Announcing PRIVILEGE PLUS+ 


In response to the increasing success of the Privilege Club, and the clubs 
bi-monthly magazine Privilege, the publishers of Janus are delighted to announce that 
they will shortly launch a brand-new, mould-breaking, full-sized colour magazine 
called Privilege Plus+. 

This new magazine will be produced by the same editorial team currently 
reproducing Privilege, which it will not replace and which will continue to inform 
and entertain with stories, letters and lively input contributed by members — and, via 
the Contact Service, to inspire and create CP oriented relationships. 

While retaining a unique and serious commitment to CP (including the male 
submissive viewpoint) which Privilege has consistently developed. Privilege Plus+ aims 
for wider readership and will carry superb photographs and illustrations 
guaranteed to stir the blood and stimulate the minds of all spanking afıcionados. 
Quality fiction and articles, punishment fantasies and realistic insight will maintain 
the Privilege tradition, Plus+, much more! 

Dont miss this vibrant, colour and committed addition to the Janus range of 
magazines. It will enhance your CP reading. How will you ever manage without it? 


Available NOW! Price £10 


Order from Gordon Sergeant, 40 Old Compton Street, London WIV SPB. 


Fa JANUS 


Anniversary Reissues 


To celebrate a quarter-century of continuous publication, we proudly 
present the entire VOLUME 4 series of Janus reprinted from the 1970s. 


— Vol.4 No.2 — 


Es £19 


Vol: 4 No. 8 
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Vol. 4 No. 9 l Vol. 4 No. 10 , Vol. 4 No. 11 Vol. 4 No. 12 


Only £15 each issue or £150 for all twelve 


JANUS MAIL ORDER 


Please make remittances for all orders payable to Gordon Sergeant. 


Inland: delivery free. Overseas: add £1.50 per item for Europe, £5 per item 
air mail to anywhere else in the world. This applies to all magazines and audio 
cassettes on offer. A complete stocklist will be included with each despatch. 
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JANUS 43 


£15.00 


Only £15 each issue 
or £150 for 10 issues 


Order From: Gordon Sergeant, 40 Old Compton Street ۶ London W1V 5PB (cheques payable to Gordon Sergeant) 


| enclose cheque for £ | for issue number(s) |] | enclose cheque for £150 for 10 issues 


JANUS 42 - A VICTORIAN MELODRAMA 
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